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«a HOU my ſeveral Volumes of Englith - 
Songs bave been publiſhed none of * 
\ chem ſeem . 
a Collection as was wanted fer pul- 
WTF + lick Uſe. Ether by taking all Songs in- 
"OZ de + differently as they came te Hand: 


ſwell'd the Attempt to an inconvement Size, and by that 
Means made it too dear for common Purchaſers ; cr in 
reducing it to a ſmaller Compaſs, they were net at dur 
Pains to ſelect their Songs, ſo that the Good and Bad 
were ſo confuſedly miæ d together, as made it a Pain to the 
Reader to pick out the one. from the other. The late Col- 
leftions have been remarkably faulty in this Reſpet , * 


In order to remedy this Defect᷑, it was thought ade 
able to make up a Volume of the beſt Songs in a new 
Method, by reducing them to ſome diſtinct Heads, ſuch . 
as Scots Songs, Love, Humour, and Songs for the 
Bottle, taking particular Care under every Article 1 
range. only thoſe that wwere beſt on the Subje, by which 
Means, both the Songs themſekues might be more eaſily 
found ; all bad or indifferent ones were ſure to be exclu- 
ded ; and of Conſequence the whole Collection bid fair to. 
be a more juſt and perſect one, than' any bas yet beer 
offered to the Publick View, : 


In Purſuance of this Plan, it wvas judg d proper to 
the fir — 25 Scots Songs, — of oP = 
neral Eſteem they are in, not only 4 the Elegance and 
Simplicity FR Tones and Diction, hut the agrre- 
2 + 


PREFACE. 


2% Airs to which they are commonly ſung. Sixty fi of 
ene celebrated of theſe have been carefully cbeſen fem 


the be Miſcellanies ; and Tve muff exon ourſelves great! 
ebl;ged to era Scots Gentiemen, for their kind Aſſiſtarce 


in this Particular. 


In the next Place wwe bawe fhiced Two bundred and 
teventy 12w0 of the moſt admired Engliſh Love Songs, ta- 
hen from car beſt Poets, ſome of them more correft'y pub- 


liſhed, chan they bave been in any preceeding Becks of 
this Kind, 


The Songs for the Bottle, ich compoſe the next Par:, 
bawe been ſclectad with the ſame Care as the former, 


Under the Article of Engliſh Miſcellany Songs, ve 
bave placed ſome of our old Ballads, Hunting Songs, 
Songs in Prar/e of Admiral Vernon, thoſe of the Free- 
Maſons, and others of Wit and Humour, with ſewera! 
of a mere ſerious Turn, ſo that thoſe who love Irregula- 
r:ty in Compo tions of this Sort, may find ſomething to 
-wertain that Taſte, The Tunes are alſo placed at the 
Head of the reſpefiive Songs, which mit be allowed a 
very uſeful Addition, 


The principal View in this Deſign was to give a Cal- 
lection of the beſt Songs, as far as the Bounds Gon Un- 
dertaking would permit. order to thus, t eareſt 
Caution has been uſed, that nothing /ow or bad in its 
Kind ſbould find Adnnffion, and for the ſame Reaſon every 
Thing looſe, immoral, er contrary to Virtue, bas been re- 
jefied ; and the Bars of our fair Readers guarded againſt 
Offences tos frequently committed in Beoks of this Nature, 


The extraordinary Succeſs of the former Edition of this 
Collaftion, os ons ard Execution bas —＋ the 
intention ; and we doubt not but The Merry Companion, 
or Univerſal Songſter, ww;/! be agreeably receiv d in all 
Compatties, where Wit, gd Senſe, and goed Humour have 
ate Hagpineſt to reign, 
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Short Gloſſary +" 
of the ScoTs Ward, 


the better Ex$/anation 
that their Peauti:, ma 


not be loſt, for Want of being rizbil, unde 


flood. 


5, All. 
A Abeit, abt. 
Aboon, above. 


Ae, one, 

Aft, . 
Aften, often, 
Aik, Oak. 
Ain, own. 
Aith, Oath, 
Air, early. 
Alane, alone. 
Amaiſt, Almoſt. 
Ane, one. 
Anither, another, 
Araiſe, areſe. 
Aſe, Ahes, 
Awa', away, 
Auld, «ld, 
Ayont, beyond. 


A', Ball. 
Baith, Loth. 
Bann'd, fevore or curs'd, 
Bannocks, Bread bat d 
the Hearth, . 

Bawm, Balm, 

Bauk, 6baulk., 

Beed, Bead, 

Bell the Cat, to frive, or 
reſent 4 Quarre!, 

Beck't, Courteſie. 

Bend, to dr ink, 


Benniſon, Bleſſing, 

Benty, bealthy, 

Bewith, ſomewhat in the 
mean Time, 

Bikes of Bees, Bee Hives, 

Bing d, made Curtefie, 

Birks, Brrch, 

Bigg, build. 

Blate, baſhful, 

Blaw, blow. 

Blink, Glance of the 

Bobit, to move up and 

Bode, predict. 

Bodin, fored. 

Bog, Marſh. 

Bot or But, wrrbout. 

Boughting-Time, Polding- 
Time. 

Brachen, a Sort of Breth, 

Brae, ring Ground, 

Braid, Bread. 

Braw, finely dre. 

Brecken, Fern, 

Broach, a Buck: in Shape 
of a Heart, 

Bought, Sheep- Fold. 

Burn, @ Rivuler. 

Busk, to deck, 

But and ben, be cut and be 
in. 


Byer, a Cow-Houſe. 
43 
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| A', Call. 
Cadgily, merrily. 

Canna, cannt, 

Canoy, lucky. 

Canker'd, % natur'd. 

Carles, old Men. 

Catrin, a Thief or Rebber. 

C1uld, cold. 

Cau'cr, cod, freſh. | 

Ch:w, @ Mouthful of To- 
bacco, 

Claichs, Cloaths. 

Claſhes, rele. rattle. 

Clengh, Dale. 

Coal Maggie, Margaret the 
C:al Bearer. 

Cuckernony, the Hair ty'd 
1p. 

C FE a Pillow. 

Cortie, little Coat, 

Crack, to beaſt. 

Cragie, Neck. 

Cramaſie, Linſy Woolſy. 

Crowdy-moudy, a Sort of 
Grue!, | 


Affin, Filly, Wantm- 


neſs . 

Daft, mad, fooliſh, 
Dander, wander. 
Dawt, fondle, careſs. 
Dight, te 4v1pe, 
Dinna, do nx. 

Deol, Traube. 
Doſend, frezen, cold. 
Dow, can. Id. Dove. 
Doughtna, culd not. 
Dowy, weary, lenely. 
Drap, 8 7 


Duds, Rags. 


The GLOSSARY. 


Durk, D A 
Dwining, decaying, 
Dunting, beating. 


Ard, Earth. 
Earſe, Iriſo, or Hig b- 
land Language. 
Een, Eyes. 
Eild, Age, 


JA*, Fall. 
Fae, Foe. 
Fand, feurd. 
Fangle, newfargle, nd, of 
what's new. | 
Faſh, trouble, 
Fauſe, falſe. 
Faut, Fault. 
Fee, Wages, 
Fenzie, ſeign. 
Ferly, Wonder. 
Fey, attended by a Fatality. 
Flegearies, Fancies, | 
Flowan, fiezwrng. 
Fiyte, Rt 
Fog, Meſs. 
Fore, to the fore, in being, 
or laſting, 
Fra”, from. 
Frailing, Puffine. 
Fou cr fu, 25 


| AB, the Meutb. 
Gabbocks, large 
Meoutlfuls, 
Gaberlunzie, a Wallet that 
hangs en the Side. 
Gaberlunzie- man, Beggar, 
Gae, Fave, Id. ge. 
Gane, gem, 


Car, 


The GLos3sany. 


Gar, make, or cauſe, 

Gate, Way. 

Gawn, geing. 

Gawky, fooliſh Woman, 

Gawnt, to yawn, 

Gear, 

Geck, to flout or jeer, 

Genty, ſmall and neat, 

Gin and gif, if. | 

Glakit, idle and rumpiſh, 

Glee, Foy. 

Gleed, Squinting. 

CG , Dales. 

Glowr, to are. 

Goud, Gold. 

Gowan, -wild Daifie. 

Craip, to „ Id. à tri. 
30 Folk fo Dung, 

Graithed, cloathed, 

Gree, Preference, 

Grip, Held, 

Gutcher , Gr and- Father. 


A', Hall. 
Ne, Save. 
Haf, Half. 
Hale, Whole, 
Haly, be/y. 
Hame, Home. 


Hawſe, to encrrcle in one's 


Heeze, to it. | 

Hemp- Heckle, an Inſtra- 
ment for dreſſmg Flax or 
Hemp. 

Heugh, any ftcep Place. 

Hirdum dirdum, 4 great 
Noiſe, 

Hool, Husk. 

Howe, Hollies, 


A 4 


Howms, Yallies on Rivey- 
Sides. 


Hurklen, ſquatting, 


EE, to jee back and 2 
gain, the Mutton of 4 
Balance, 
I'k, each. 
I'ka, very. 
Ill fardly, iU/-fawour'dly, 
Ingle, Fre. 
o, Sweet- Heart. 
er, to bowy, 
k, weary or tired. 


Airn er Cairn, Heaps 
cf monumental Stones, 
Kame, Comb. 
Kail, Coleworts, Id. Brerb. 


Lee, , 
Leeſome lovely 
Leugh, laughed. 
Lilr, a Tune. 
Lintwhite, Grd 1 
Liat-Tap, dreſs'd Flax. 
P Loo'd 


Lao d, u d. 

Loor, rather, 

| || Loos, laurt. 

10 Loon, a fly Wencher, 
| Lout, t2 bow. 
| Lown, calm. 

| 


Lowan, flaming, 
Aik, a Mate, 


Mair, more, 
Maiſt, mf, 

Mane, Mean. 

Marrow, Match. 
Maukin, Havre. 

Maun, muſ#, 
Mavis, the Thruſh, 
Meikle or Muckle, much, 
Mint, attempe, 

Miany, Meter. 

Mirk, dark, 

Mcu, Mouth, 

Mouter, the Miller's Tall. 
Muck, Dung. 

Mauirland, Heathlard, 
Mutches, Women's Caps. 


TA ard Nea, no none, 
Kcift, next, 

 Kiff naffia, er:fling, 
Nowther, gert ber. 


Ny, ary. 
Ou ſen, Oxen, 
Oxter, . pit. 


Akecs, Strokes. 
Pantry, a Buttery, 
wat, pr't. 

Pawky, cunning, 


Pickle, /mall Part, 


4 
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Pit trength, 

Placks, din of 2 Pency, 
Pelt, to fold. Id. tæviſt. | 
Poortith, Poverty. 

Pou or pu, pull. 

Prive, to prove or taſte, 


wr” to laſe. 


Air, ar. 
Ranty tanty, fuch 
life, Cant Words. 
Raſhes, Nu ſbes. 
Ratches tenty, Dags bred 
140 the Gun. 
Red up, put in order, 
—_ Robber. 
iſe, b 
Ries Rage of Corn Land. 
in, run, 
Row, roll. 
Rowth, Wealth. 
Rude, crofs. 
Runkled, ewvrinchled. 
Rung, a Bier, alſo a Cl. 


Ae, fo. 


Sa ft, ſoft. 
Sair, fore, 


Say n, fiyiNge 

Sell, /e!f. 

Sey, try. 

3 ſpall not. 

Shanks Nagie, to go en Feet. 
Shill, Hrill. 

Shoon, Shces. 

Shaw, @ Paddek, 

Sic er Sick, ſuch, 


Sican, 
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Sican, ſuch an one, 
Sin or Syne, fince, 
Sinſyne, fince that Time, 


Skaith, Harm, 

Skair, Share. 

Skirring, Sky blue, 

Skirl, and Skreed, make 4 
Joyful Neiſe. 

Slee, cunnnp, 

Sina”, all 

Snaw, ſnow, 

Snithing, Suff. 

Snood, 4 Head- Band, 

Jodden, Seil d. 

Sodger, So dier. 

. Sonſy, fortunate, jolly. 

Soum, 20 Sheep, 

Souple, cle ver or bending, 

Spake, /pote, 

Speer, to ak, 

Spelding, dry'd White-fiſh, 

„ 

Stane, Stone. 

Starns, Stars, 

Steek, Aut. 

Stirk, a young Ba. locb. 

Stoup, a Prop. 

Strae, Strato. 

Strak d Hands, jaed Hands, 

Swats, ſmall Alle. 

Sweer, unwilling, lazy. 

Lwither, in dou bs 

Syne, - then, 


Ald, told. 
Taiken, Teen. 
Tap, Top. 
Tauk, ral. 
Teugh, gh, 
Thea, the/c, 


Theak'd, thatch'd. 

Thrang, throng. 

Thripling-Kame, an In- 
frument for taking the 
Seed from Hemp or Flax. 


Tent, notice, 
Theyſe, they ſhall. 


Thole, to ſuffer, 

Tine, /»ſe, 

Tint, oft. 

Titty, Siſter, 

| Aa Fox. 

Tocher, D . 

Toofall, Teilighe, 

Toom, empty. 

Touzle, to ruffle. 

Trews, Breeches and Stock- 
ings of one Piece, 

Trig, neat. 

Trow, believe. 

Triſte, Appointment. 

Trunkies, ſma!! Cheſts or 


Trunks. 


| Twa, 17U9, 


Twin, to part from. 


Nco fair, very fore, 
Unco fawly, wy 


V Ogie, bragging. 


AD, wenld. 
Wie, woe. 
Wen, Cbild. 
Wale, to chooſe. 
Wall, Well. 


Wallaways, a Note of La- 
A 5 Waly, 


The GLoss AR. 
Waly, 79 an Exclama- Whiſht, held your Peace. 


tien © Joy: 
Walop, galhp. 
ame, Womb, Belly. 
Ware, bete au. 
War, worſe, 
Wat, nov. 
Waws, Walls. 
Wawk, wall, Id. wale. 


Wee, little. 


Weid, d. 
Wens, wars. 

Wha, who. 
Whang, large Prece, 
Whilk, which. 
Whinger, Hanger. 


Whinging, whinazg, 


Whorles, Stone K 
Win er Won, N 


Winna, will not. 
Wind ſome, handſome, 
Wiſt, known. 
Woo, Wool. 
Wood, mad. 
Woody, a Vit 
Wow ! vonder 
Wylie, can 


Wyte, blame, 


AD, a Mare. 


Veſe, ye ſhall. 
Yern, Defire. 


Veſtreen, Yefternigbr, 


„ 1. ab! 


Lately publiſhed, 


TxAavelttr's PockeT-FarnigR: 
Or, a Treatiſe upon the Diſtempers and Com- 
mon Incidents happening to Horſes upon a 
ourney, " with DireCtions for the Choice of a 
- Horſe, Being very ufeful for all Gentlemen and 
Fradeſmen who are obliged to travel the Country, 


—— Ut 


s mercantur, 


Ieſdiciunt, | ne /f facres (ut >< p decera 


Moelli fulta pede e, 


orem inducat biamtem, 


Quid puulcl re Clunes, breve quid Caput, A dus Arvix. 
- Horace, 


By Henry Bracken, M. D. The Fifth Edition, 
with Additions and Improvements. 
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Paul's Church-yerd, 


1 


e e ge 


IN D E X. 


Cobler there was and he liv'd in a Stall 307 


A Cuckold it is thought 
A Curſe attends that Woman's Love 776 
A Damfel I'm told 339 
A Laſs that was loaden with Care 
A lovely Laſs to à Friat came 308 
A Maid is like the Golden Ore _ . 
A Nymph and a Swain to Apollo once pray d 7 
A Pox on the Times 234 
A Pox on this Fooling and Plotting of late 244 
A Soldier and a Sailor 329 
A trifling Song ye ſhall hear 293 
Alas when charming Sylvia's gone 295 
Alexis thunn'd his Fellow Swains 2 
All in the Downs the Fleet was moor d 109 
All powerful Gold the World controuls 291 
All the World's ia Strife and Hurry 377 
A'meria's Face, her Shape, her Air 95 
Ambition never me ſeduc'd 303 
Amongſt the pure ones all 335 
And canſt thou leave thy Nancy? 201 
Artiſt who underneath the Table 295 
As Archers and Fidlers who cunningly know 181 
As Amoret and Phillis ſat 104 
As Czlia in her Garden ſtray'd 108 
As Chloris full of harmleſs Thought 99 
As Cynthia late within the Grove 84 
As early I walk d on the firſt of tweet May 3 


As from a Rock paſt all Relief 

As I aw fair Chloe walk alone 

Ask not the Cauſe why 3 
A 


. 


Ask me not how calmly I 
As near a Fountain's flowery Side 
As near Porto-Bello lying 
As Sylvia in a Foreft lay 
As ſoon as the Chaos was turn'd into Form 
As ſwiſt as Time put round the Glaſs 
As the Snow in Vallies lying 
As tipp'ing John was jogging on 
As walking forth to view the Plain, 
At Atrick Banks on a Summer's Day 
At Dead of Night when wrapt in ſleep 
At Polwart on the Green 
At St. Oſyth's by the Mill 
At Wincheſter there was a Wedding 
Away, away, we've crown'd the Day 
Away with Suſpicion 
Away ye brave Fox - hunting Race 
Away you Rover 


Bacchus aſſiſt us to ſing thy great Glory 
Bacchus God of mortal Pleaſure 
Bacchus muſt now his Power reſign 
Bacchus one Day gaily ftriding 
Behold the ſweet Flowers around 
Be ftill © ye Winds, and attentive ye Swains 
old Care, I prithee begone from me 
inda ſee from yonder Flowers 

Belinda with affected Mein 

Beneath a Green Shade I fand a fair Maid 
Bleſt as th' immortal Gods is he 

Blow, blow thou Winters Wind 

Blow Boreas blow, and let your furly Winds 
Blow on ye Winds ; deſcend foft Rains 
Blyth Jocky young and gay 

Born with the Vices of my Kind 
Bright as Phebe in her Glory 

Bright Cynthia's Power divinely great 
— Claret and Sherry * 

ye, busk ye, my 

Buſy, curious, thirſty r mw 

By a murmuring Stream a fair Shepherdeſs lay 
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Can then a Look create a Thought 


1 


Ny dimpled Brook, and Fountain Brim 

By Drinking drive dull Care away 

By Men A. how ſoon we're mov'd 

By ſmooth winding Tay a Swain was reclining 
By the Beer as brown as Berry 

By the gayly circling Glaſs 

By the Side of a great Kitchen Fire 


Can Love be controul'd by Advice 


Celia my Heart has often rang'd 

Celia too late you would repent 

Charming Chloe look with Pity 

Chloe be wiſe no more perplex me 

Chloe bluſh'd, and frown'd and ſwore 

Chloe when I view thee ſmiling 

Cold and raw the North did blow 

Come all you jolly Bacthanals 

Come and liſten to my Ditty 

Come attend Britiſh Boys 

Come chear up your Hearts 

Come, come, bid adieu to Fear 

Come, come my Hearts of Geld 

Come fill me a Bumper my jolly brave Boys 
Come fill me a Bumper of Red my brave Boys 
Come fill me a Gifs, fill it high 

Come, follow, follow me 

Come from the Groves each Gaddeſs 

Come hither my Country Squire 

Come jolly Bacchus, God of Wine 

Come let us prepare 

Come let us be merry 

Come let us drink 247 
Come all you young Lovers that wan with Deſpair 273 
Come my Lads with Souls befitting 

Come my Boys in brimming Glaſſes 

Come Neighbous now we've made our Hay 
Come take your Glaſs, the Northen Lafe 
Come to my Arms my Treaſure 

Cruel Creature can you leave me 


Cupid God of pleafing Anguith 


. ; 


Page 
Cupid no more ſhall give me Grief 375 
Cuſtom prevailing ſo long mongſt the Great 203 
Cynthia frowns whene'er I woo her 146 
Damon, if you will believe me 168 
Dear Chloe attend : 163 
Dear Chloe, while thus beyond Meaſure 162 
Dear Colin, prevent my warm Bluſhes 152 
Dear Johnny's a Lad ſo gay 63 
Dear Madam, when Ladies are willing 153 
Dear Molly, why fo oft in Tears, 370 
De'il take the Wars that hurry'd Willie from me 385 
Deſpairing befide a clear Stream 105 
Diogenes ſurly and proud 210 
Dumbarton's Drums beat bonny-O 33 
Fair Amoret is gone aſtray 140 
Fair and ſoft, and gay and young 137 
Fair Chloe my Breaſt fo alarms 145 
Faireſt Iſle, all Ifles excclling 336 
Fair Iris and her Swain 178 
Fair Iris, I love, and I hourly die 150 
Fair Venus, they fay 327 
Fame's an Eccho, prattling double 334 
Farewel the World, and mortal Cares 159 
Farewel to Lochaber, and farewel my Jean, 18 
Farewel, thou falſe Philander 101 
Fill all the Glaſſes, fill em high 250 
Fil me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl 205 


Fly Care to the Winds, thus I blow thee away 393 
Fly, fly, ye lazy Hours, hafte, bring bim here 382 
Fly, fly, ye happy 


Fly ſwiftly ye Minutes, 'till Comus receive 332 
Fooliſh Prater, what doſt thou 148 
Fooliſh Swain, thy Sighs forbear 147 


For a Shape and a Bloom, for an Air and a Mein 75 
For Gold and not Freedom thoſe Generals fight 255 
For many unſucceſsful Years 185 
Forth from my dark and diſmal Cell 314 
Freedom is a real Treaſure 303 
From ſeourzintz Rebellion ani baſſting proud France 272 


— —— — —œ 
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Go, vind the Vicar of Taunton-Dean 


1 # BF I, Page 
From ſweet bewitching Tricks of Love 


2 
From good Liquor neer ſhrink, 105 
From nati ve Stalk the Provence Roſe, 

From Roſy Bowers where fleeps the Ged of Love 185 


From Tyrant Laws and Cuſtoms free 


8 
Frown not, my Dear 35 
Gather your Roſe-Buds while you may 300 
Gay Bacchus liking Eftcourt's Wine 208 
Gentle Zephyrs, filent Glades 191 
Genius of England, from thy pleaſant Bower of Bliſs 337 
Gently touch the warbling Lyre 101 
Gently hear me, charming Fair 100 
Gin ye meet a bony Laſſie 25 
Give me but a Friend and a Glaſs, Boys, 242 
God of Sleep for whom I Inzviſh 156 


Goddeſs of Eaſe, leave Lethe's Brink 


Go, go, go, go, falſeſt of thy Sex be gone 380 
Go tell Amyntas, gentle Swain 


Had Neptune, when firſt he took Charge of the Sea 372 
Hail Maſonry, thou Craft divine 
Happy Hours all Hours excelling 
Happy is a Country Life 

Happy's the Love which meets Return 
Hark, hark o'er the Plain how the merry Bells ring 7 
Hark away tis the merry tun'd Horn 


Hark Hark, the Huntſman ſounds his Horn 257 
Hatk ! hark from far 


28 
Hearken and I will tell you how 1 
Have you net ſeen the Morning's Sun 
Hear me ye Nymphs and every Swain 
He that has the beſt Wife 


He that will not merry, merry be 
He who for ever 
Help me each harmonious Grove 


Here's a Health to the King, and a laſting Peace 
Here's to thee, my Boy 


Here's t thee, my Damon,.let"qdrink and be merry 223 
Honeſt Men John Ochikree 00 


. 
Hoſier with indignant Sorrow 2783 


Page 


How bleſt has my Time been what Days have I known 
How blyth ilk Morn was I to ſee 

How ! Court Dorinda ! who the Devil 
How cruel are the Traitors : 
How do they err, who throw their Love 
How happy are we 

How happy a State does the Miller poſſeſs 
How hard is the Fate of all Woman-kind 
How hardly I conceal my Tears 

How much, egregious Moore, are we 
How pleaſant a Sailor's Life paſſes 

How ſweetly ſmells the Simmer green 


I am a poor Shepherd undone 

I am come to lock faſt 

I am in Truth 

Janthe the lovely the Joy of the Swain 

I gently touch'd her Hand, ſhe gave 

I had rather enjoy 

I have been in Love, in Debt, and in Drink 
I know I'm no Poet, my Song it will ſhow it 
I love thee by Heavens, I cannot fay more 

I never ſaw a Face till now 

I ſmile at Love, and all his Arts 

If you my wandring Heart would find 

If all Things ſucceed 

If any ſo wiſe is | 

If any Wench Venus Girdle wear 

If I live to grow old, for I find I go down 
If Love's a ſweet Paſſion why does it torment 
If Love the Virgin's Heart invade 

If Phillis denies me Relief 

If the Glaſſes they are empty 

If Wine be a Cordial why does it torment 
I'll range around the ſhady Bowers 

I'll fing you a Song was never in Print 

In ancient Days I've heard with Horns 

In Woman's the Joys of Man's Life confiſt 
In April when Primroſes paint the ſweet Plain 
In Pimps and Politicians 
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INDEX. 


In Spite of Love at l-ngth 1 find 
In vain dear Chloe you ſuggeſt 
In vain fond Youth, thy Tears give o'er 
In vain's the Forc: of Female Arms 
In Winter when the Rain rain'd cauld 
ove when he ſaw my Fanny's Face 
ocky met with Jenny fair 
Ily Mortals fill your Glaſſes 
cally Souls that are generous and free 
t is not Celia in our Power 
It is not that I love you leſs 
Juſt coming frem Sea, our Spouſes and we 


Kilbarchan now may ſay alace ! 


Laſſie, lend me your braw H<mp- Heckle 
Leave Kindred and Friends, ſweet Betty 
Leave off this idle Prating 

Let Ambition fi re thy Mind 

Let Soldiers fight ſor Prey or Praiſe 

Let Matters of State 

Let's be jovial, fill our Glaſſes 

Let us drink and be merry ; 
Life is ch-quer*d, Toil and Pleaſure 
Like a wandering Ghoſt I apyear 

ire, and love, enjoy the Fair 

Love and Folly were at Play 

Love is like the raging Ocean 

Love is cut of Faſhion 

Love never more ſhall give me Pain 
Love, thou art the belt of human ſoys 
Love's a Dream of mighty Treaſure 
Love's Goddeſs in a Myrtle Grove 
Maidens, beware ye | 

Man may eſcape from Rope and Gun 
May the Ambitious ever fin 
Mittaken Fair, lay Sherlock by 

My Chloe why do you ſight me 
My Days have been ſo wondrous free 
My dear Miſtreſs has a Heart 

My Goddeſs Lydia, heavenly fair 
My joyous Blades with Roſes crown'd 


— —ͤ—— :—ßð— 2 —— — — 


I ND E X. 


My Loveſick Mind, what Tranſport mov'd 
My Love was fickle once, and changing 
My Maſters, give Ear 

My Minny's a glowran o'er me 

My Paſſion is as Muſtard ftrong 

My Patie is a Lover gay 

My Sou! is raviſh'd with Delight 

My ſweeteſt May let Love incline thee | 
My Time, O ye Muſes! was happily ipent 


Nanſy's to the Green Wood gane 
Nature ſo tender to Chloe has ſhown 
Never ſie h, but think of Kiſſing 
No Glory I covet, no Riches I want 
No more think me falſe 

No ſooner comes up a Country Clown 
No more, Sir, no more, I'll e'en give it o'er 
Not Eden's Garden did diſdain 

Not this blooming April Seaſon 
Now Phcobus finketh in the Weſt 
Now what ye wha I met Veſtreen 


O Bell, thy Looks have pierc'd my Heart, 
O Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray 

O waly waly up the Bank 

O why did e'er my Thoughts aſpire 

O gentle Sleep to thee alone 

O ſay, what is that Thing call'd Light ! 
O London is a dainty Place 

Of Race Divine thou needs muſt be 
Of all the Girls in our Town 

Of all the Occupations 

Of all Comforts I miſcarried 

Of all States in Life fo various 

Of all the fimple Things we-do 

Of all the World's Enjoyments 

Of all our fond Diverſions | 

Of all the Toaſts that Britain boaſt 
Oh, happy, happy Grove 


'Oh ! lead me to ſome peaceful Gloom 


On! my panting, panting Heart 
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Oh! how could I venture to love one like thee 
Oh! would'ſt thou know what ſacred Charms 390 


Once more I'll tune the vocal Shell 77 
Old Saturn that Drone of a God 217 
Old Adam it is true 236 
Ola Poets have told us, when they were grown mellow 4 54 
One Evening as I lay 98 
On a Bank of Flowers ia a Summer's Day 117 


On 2 Bank beſide a Willow 184 
Ouc April Morn, when from the Sea 192 
One Night, when all the Village lept 19 5 
On, on, my dear Brethren, purſue the great Lecture 350 
Others folle Tongues can you believe 160 


Over the Mountains 196 
Pious Selinda goes to Prayers 193 
Preach not me your muſty Rules 297 
Pretty Parrot fay, when I was away 188 
Prithee Billy, be'nt ſo filly 190 
Prithee Friend, leave off thy Thinking 248 
Remember Damon, you did tell 102 
Reſtrain'd from the Sight of my Dear 141 
Rigg, ring the Bar Bell of the World 22 
Ro- -ttin ungua Goſcinina 3 
Stve Women and Wine there is nothing in Life 253 
Say, good Maſter Bacchus, aſt ride on your Batt 26 
Say, lovely Dream, where couldſt thou find 167 
Sec from the filent Grove Alexis flies 155 


See, fee like Venus the appears 134 
See, ſce my Seraphina comes 
Sec the wakes, Sabina wakes 
See what a Conqueſt Love has made 130 
Spring renewing all Things gay 76 
Selinda's ſure the brighteſt Thing 


Send Home my long ſtray'd Eyes to me 123 
Shall I watting in Deſpair 

She that would gain a conſtant Lover 159 
Should I die by the Force of good Wine 249 


Should old Acquaintance be forgot 


. 


| Page 
Since row the World's turn d upſide down _ 
Siace you will needs my Heart poſſeſs 17 
Some hoiſt up Fortune to the Skies 323 
Same liken Man to brittle Glaſs 232 
S me ſay Women are like the Seas 287 
Stella and Flava every Hour 93 
Stella Darling of the Muſes 149 
Strephon why thy ciouded Forchead 395 
Strephon when you ſte me fly 15. 
Sure ne er was Dog fo wretched as I 17 
Swains I ſcorn who nice and fair 339 
Sweet ave the Charms of her I love 81 
Sweet if you love me ſmiling turn 80 
Teach me Chloe how to prove 100 
Tell me, tell me charming Creature 136 
Tell me no more I'm d ceiv d 179 
Tell me not of a Face that's fair 394 
Ten Years like Troy my ſtubborn Heart 166 
T hat all Men are Beggars we plainly may ſee 334 
That Man who for Life 180 
The Boy thus of a Bird poſſeſt 79 
The Charms of bricht Beauty fo powerful are 161 
The Collier has a Daughter | 24 
The dusky Night rides down the Sky 347 
The Gods and the Goddeſſes lately did feaſt 265 
The happieſt Mortals once were we 126 
The Hounds are all out 256 
The Laſs of Peaty's Mill 1 
The Laſs that would know how to man:g: a Man 172 
The Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt 391 
The new fiown Birds the Shepherds ſing 395 
The laſt Time I came o'er the Nioer 9 
The Lawland Lads think they are fine 20 
The Lawland Maids gang trig and fine 42 
The Macedon Youth 231 
The Men of Pleaſure 198 
The Man that is diunk is void of all Care 243 
The Man who for Liſe 180 


The Modes of the Court fo common are growa 362 
The Night her ſilent Sable wore 43 
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The Night was ill, the Air ſerene 

The Nymph that undoes me is fair and unkind 
The Pawky auld Carle came o'er the Lee 

The Play of Love is now begun 

The Sages of old 

The Shepherd Adonis 

The ſmiling Morn and breathing Spriag 

The Soldier disbanded and forc'd for to beg 


- The Stone that all Things turns at Will 


The thirſty Earth ſucks up the Rain 
The wanton God that pierces Hearts 
The Wheel of Lite 

The Widow can bake, and the Widow can brew 
The Youth whom I to ſave would dic 
There was a jovial Beggar 

There were three Lads ia our Town 
This great World is all Truuble 

Tho' cruel you ſeem to my Pain 
Tho' Flavia to my warm Deſire 

Thou rifing Sun whoſe gladſome Ray 
Three Nymphs contended for my Heart 
Thus Kitty beautiful and young 


'Tis Wine m. kes us love, and Love makes us drink 


'Tis Woman that ſeduces all Mankind 
Too plain dear Youth thoſe tell-tale Eyes 
To heal the Smart a Bee had made 
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To make the Wife kind, and to keep the Houſe ſtill a3 x 


To all you Husbands and you Wives 
To charming Celia's Arms I flew 


To bug yourſelf in perfect Eaſe 


To meet her Mars, the Queen of Love 

To you fine Folk at Maribrough Houſe 

To you fine Folk at Londow Town 

Tranſported with Pleaſure | 

Tranſporting are the folid 

Tas at the filent Midnight Hour 

*Twas in the Land of Cyder 

*T was on a River's verdant Side 

*T was when the Seas were roaring + 

Two Gods of great Honour, Bacchus and Apollo 


Two Goſſips they meriily macs 
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Upbraid me not, capricious Fair 


Vain Belinda are your Wiles 
Virgins are like the fair Flower in its Luftre 
Vulcan contrive me ſuch a Cup 


Waft me ſome ſoft and cooling Breeze 

Was ever Nymph like Roſamond 

We all to conquering Beauty bow 

We were both born in one Town- End 
Welcome, weicome Brother Debtor 

We'll drink, and we'll never have done, Boys 
Were I laid on Greenland Coaft 

What a Racket is here 

What Beauties does Flora diſcloſe 

What Cato adviſes 

What care I for Affairs of State 

What Man in his Wits had not rather be poor 
What Numbers ſhall the Muſe repeat 

What's the Spring-breathing Violet and Roſe 
What ſhall I do to ſhew how much I love her 
What tho” I am a Country Laſs 

What tho* I am a London Dame 

What Torments ye Powers I ſaftain 


What Woman could do, I have try'd to be free 


When mighty Sol at Noon of Da 
When a Lover's Sighs his Miſtreſs gains 
When bright Aurelia tript the Plain 
When Cynthia ſaw Bathſheba's Charms 
When Chloe we ply 

When Daſies py d and Violets blue 
When Delia on the Plain appears 
When firſt thoſe blooming Charms I ſpy d 
When Fanny blooming fair 

When firſt to Cambridge we do come 

When Gold is in Hand- 

When 8 brown Beer was the 

When innocent Paſtime our Pleaſure did crown 
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When Jocky firſt I ſaw my Soul was charm's 377 


When I ſurvey Clarinda's Charms 


113 
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INDEX 
When 1 viſit proud Coli, juſt come from my Ola 235. 


When love'y Phillis thou art kind 22 
When Love is lodged within the Heart 134. 
When mighty roaſt Beef was the Engliſhman's Food 20 
When Molly ſmiles beneath her Cow 16 
When Orpheus went down to the Regions below 262 
When Sylvia ftrikes the trembling Strings 142 
When yielding firſt to Damon's Flames 128 
Whenever Chloe, I begin 169 
Wherever I'm going, and all the Day long 275 
While in the Buw'r with Beauty bleſs d 147 
While Phillis is drinking, Love and Wine in Alliance 26 5 
While the Lover is thinking 235 
While ſome for Pleaſure pawn their Health 23 
While filently I lov'd, nor dar'd 92 
Whilſt Diſcord and Envy x 346 
Whiltt I gaze on Chloe trembling 83 
Whilſt I fondly view the Charmer 12 
Whilſt the Town's brimful of Fo 308 
Who has cer been at Paris, needs know the 
Greeve 310 
Who to win a Woman's Favour- 377 
Why Celia ſhould you ſo much ftrive 191 
Why, lovely Charmer, tell me why 131 
Why, Lycidas, ſhould Man be vain? 302 
Why ſhould we that Ambition call 331 
Why ſhould a fooliſh Marriage Vow 135 
Why we love and why we hate 
Why will Florella when I gaze 
Wine does Wonders every Day 
Wine, Wine in a Morning 
Wine's a Mifireſs gay and eaſy 


With artful Voice, young Thyrfis, you 
With broken Words and down-caft Eyes 
With early Horn 

2. merry Glee 
Woman thoughtleſs giddy Creature 
Would Fate to me Belinda give 2 
Would you taſte the Noon»tide Air 
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With an honeſt old Friend, and 2 merry old Song 245 
122 
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25 
48 
97 
108 
36 
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Ve Gales that gently wave the Sea 34 
Ye gentle Gales that fan the Air 128 
Ye Gods that round fair Celia wait 148 
Ye Lads and Laſſes that live at Longleat 296 
Ye Maidens, ye Wives and young Widows rejoice 35 
Je Minutes bring the happy Hour 12 
Ye Minutes ſwiftly move 204 
Ye Nymphs and Sylvan Gods 360 
Ye Nymphs and ye Swains from the Groves and the 


Plains 170 
Ye Nymphs and ye Swains that adorn the gay Plains 5 

Ye Shepherds and Nymphs that adorn the gay Plains 22 
Ye Sylvan Powers that 1ule the Plain 49 


Ye Virgin Powers detend my Heart 83 
Ye Swains that are ccurting a Maid \ 70 
Yes, I'm in Love, I feel it now 79 
Yes, all the World will fare agree 140 
You gallant Freeholders now lend us a Hand 234 
You have heard no doubt how all the Globe 26d 
You I love by all that's true 149 
You little blind Deceiver go 200 
You may ceaſe to complain 104 
You meaner Beauties of the Night 151 
Young Bacchus when merry beftriding his Tun 212 
Young Cupid one Day wilety 131 
Young Orpheus tickled his Harp ſo well 307 
Young Virgins love Pleaſure 3132 
Youth's the Seaſon made fos Joy 203 
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SCO TS Songs. 
SoxG I. The Laſs of Peaty's Mill. 


HE Laſs of Peary's Mill, 
= So bony, blyth and gay, 
n OF, In ſpight of all my Skill, 
= Hath ſtole my Heart away. 
: DY SY = When tedding of the Hay 


8 Bare headed on the Green 


Love midſt her Locks did play, 
And wanton'd in her Een. 
Her Arms, white, round and ſmooth, 
Breaſts rifing in their Dawn, 
To Age it would give Youth, 
To preſs em with his Hand, 
Thro' all my Spirits ran 
An Extacy of Bliſs, 
When I ſuch Sweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy Kiſs! 


Without the Help of Art, 
Like Flowers which grace the Wild, 

She did her Sweets impart, 
Whene'er ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd, 

Her Looks they were ſo mild, 
Free from affected Pride, 

She me to Love beguil'd, 
I wiſh'd her for my Bride. 

O had I all that Wealth, 
Hoptoun's high Mountains 

Inſur'd long Life and Health, 
And Pleaſyres at my we ; 
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(2) 
T's promiſe and fulfill, 
That none but bony the, 
The Laſs of Peaty's Mill, 
Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi me. 


Sonc II. Tweed-&de. 


HAT Beauties does Fra diſcloſe, 
How ſweet are her Smiles upon Tess. 

Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thole ; 

Both Nature and Fancy excetd. 
Nor Daiſy, nor ſweet bluſhing Roſe, 

Nor all the gay Flowers of the Field, 
Nor Tveed gliding gentiy through thoſe, 

Such Beauty and Pleaſure does yield. 
The Warblers are heard in the Grove, 

The Linnet, the Lark, and the Thruſh, 
The Black-bird, and ſweet cooing Dove, 

With Muſick enchant ev'ry Buſh. 
Come, let us go forth to the Mead, 

Let us ſee how the Primroſes ſpring, 
We'll! dge in ſome Village on Tweed, 

And love while the feather'd F cks ſing. 


How does my Love paſs the long Day? 
Does Mary not tend 2 few Sheep ? 
Do they nev*r car*iefly ſtray, 
Whik. happily ſhe lies aſleep ? 
Tevzed's Murmurs ſhould lull her to Rem 
Kind Nature indulging my Bliſs, | 
To relic ve the ſoft Pains of my Breaft, 
I'd tteal an ambroſial Kiſs, 
»Tis the does the Virgins excel, 
No Beauty with her may compare ; 
Love's Graces all round her do dwell, 
She's faireſt where Thouſands are fair. 
Say, Charmer, where do thy Flocks ſtray ? 
Oh! tell me at Noon where they feed; 
Shall I ſeek them on ſwezt- winding Tay, | 
Or the pleaſanter Banks of the Tru: ad 7 
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Soxc III. Tro' the Wood Ladie. 


S early I walk d, on the firſt of ſweet May, 
A Beneath a ſteep Mountain, 
Beſide a clear Fountain, 
heard a grave Lute ſoft Melody play, 
Whilſt the Eccho reſounded the dolorous Lay. 
I litcn'd and look'd, and ſpy d a young Swain, 
With Aſpect diſtrefſ-d, 
And Spirits oppreſſed, 
Scem'd clearing atfreth, like the Sky after Rain, 
And thus he diſcover'd how be ſtraue with his Pain. 
Tho' Eliſa be coy, why ſhould I repine, 
That a Maid, much above me, 
Vouchſafcs not to love me? 
In her high Sphere of Worth I never could ſhine 
Then why ſhould I ſeek to debaſe her to mine? 


No; henceforth Efteem ſhall direct my Defire, 
And, in due Subjeftion, 
Retain warm Affection; 
To thew that Self-Love inflames not my Fire, 
And that no other Swain can more humbly admire. 
When Paſſion ſhall ceaſe to rage in my Breaſt, 
Then quiet rerurning, 
Shall huſh my fad Mourning : 
And, Lord of myſelf, in abſolute Reit, 
I'll hug the Condition which Heaven ſhall think beſt, 
Then Friendſhip unmixt, and whelly rein d, 
May ſtill be reſpected, 
Tho' Love is rejected: 
Eliſa ſhall own, tho” to Love not inclin'd, 
That ſhe ne'er had a Friend like her Lover reſign d. 


May the fortunate Youth who hereafter ſhall woo, 
With proſp'rous Endeavour, 
To gain her dear Favour, 

Know as well as I what t' Elia is due, 

Be much more deſerving, but never leſs true, 


B 2 Whilt 


49 | 

Whilſt I, diſengag'd from all amorous Cares, 

Sweet Liberty taſting, 

On calmeſt Peace feaſting, 
Employing my Reaſon to dry up my Tears, 
In hopes of Heaven's Blifſes I'll ſpend my few Years, 
Ye Powers that preſide o'er virtuous Love, 

Come aid me with Patience 

To bear my Vexations; 
With equal Defires my flutt'ring Heart move. 
With Sentiments pureſt my Notions improve. 
If Love in his Fetters e' er catch me again, 

May Courage prote& me, 

And Prudence dire& me : 
Prepar d for all Fates, rememb'ring the Swain, 
Who grew happily wiſe, after loving in vain, 


Sox IV. Mary Scot. 


Appy's the Love which meets Return, 
When in ſoft Flames Souls equal burn ; 
But Words are wanting to diſcover 
The Torments of a hopeleſs Lover. 
Ye Regifters of Heaven, relate, 
If looking o'er the Rolls of Fate, 
Did you there ſez me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot the Flower of Yarrow ? 

Ah no! her Form's too heavenly fair, 
Her Love the Gods above muſt ſhare ; 
While Mortals with Deſpair explore her, 
And at a Diſtance due adore her. 
© lovely Maid! my Doubts beguile, 
Revive and bleſs me with'a Smile : 

Alas! if not, you'll ſoon debar a 
Sighing Swain the Banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye Fears ! I'll not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 
Then I'll go tell her all my Anguiſh, 
She is too good to let me languiſh: 
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With Succefs crown'd, I'll not 
The Folks who dwell above the Sky; 
When Mary Scoc's become my Marrow, 
We'll make a Paradiſe on 7 arrow, 


SonG V. The Birks of Innermay, 


8 HE ſmiling Morn and breathing Spring 
Þrowte the tuneſul Birds to hug; 
And as they wwarble ſrom each Spray, 
Live melts the umverſal Lay 

Let us, Amanda, timely wiſe, 
Like them emp ay the Hour thaw flies x 
Ard in ſſt Murmurs waſte the Day, 
Amidſt the Birks of Innermay. 

Seen wears Ser of the Year, 
And love like Winter twill appear; 
Lite this your lively Bloom vill fade, 
As that will firip the werdant Shade. 

Our Tafte for Pleaſure then is ver, 
The fcaller'd Song ſters charm no more; 
And when they drop, and ve decay, 
Adieu the Birks of Innermay! 


Sox VI. 4 Laſs that was loaden 
with Care. 


Laſs that was loaden with Care 
Sat heavily under a Thorn, 
1 Fen'd a while for to hear, 
hen thus the began for to mourn : 
do merry as <ve i2ya have been, 
F, happy as ce twa bave been; 
9! wy Heart it is like to deſpair 
When I think on the Dart tve have ſeen, 
When ycu, my dear Shepherd, was there, 
The Birds did melodiauſly ſing, 
And the cold nipping Wiater did wear. 
A Fee that zetembles = Spring. 
| 3 


(6) 
Our Flocks feeding cloſe by his Side, 
As he gently preſs'd my Hand, 
T view'd the wide World in its Pride, 
And lauzh'd at the Pomp of Command 
My Dear, he would oft to me ſ.y, 
hat makes you hard- hearted to me; 
Or why did you thus turn away, 
From him who is dying for thee ? 
But now he is far from my Sight, 
Perhaps a new Miſtreſs may prove, 
Which make me lament Day and Niglt, 
That ever I granted him Lowe. 
At the Eve, when the reſt of the Fol 
Were merrily ſeated to ſpin, 
F fat myſelf under his Oak, 
And heavily fighed for him. 
So merry as we ria have leer, &e. 


Son G VII. Beſſy Bell, and Mary Grer, 
Beſſy Bell and Mary Gray, 
They are twa bonny Laiſcs, 
They bigg'd a Bower on von Burn Bra. 
And theek'd it o'er wi” Raſlics 
Fair Be Bell I loo'd Yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er could alter; 
But Mary Gray's twa pawky En, 
They gar my Fancy falter. 
Now Beſjy's Hair's like a Lint-T:p ; 
She ſmiles like a Miy Morning, 
When Phebus ſlarts frac Thet:s' Lap, 
The Hills with Rays aderning: 
White is her Neck, fatt is her Hand, 
Her Waſte and Feet's fu gentry ; 
With ilka Grace ſhe can command; 
Her Lips, O vow ! they're daint:. 
And Mary's Locks are like a Craw, 
Her Eyes like Diamonds glances : 
She's ay ſae clean,, redd up and braw, 
She kills whene'er ſhe dances 
Riyth 
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Blyth as a Kid, with Wit at Will, 

She blooming tight and tall is ; 
And guides her Airs ſae gracefu' ill, 

O Ve ſhe's like thy Pallas. 
Dar Be Bell and Mary Gray, 

Ve unco ſair oppreſs us; 
Our Fancies jee between you twa 

Ve ate fic bonny Laſſes: 
Waes me! for baith I canna get, 

To ane by Law we're tinted ; 
Then I'll draw Cuts, and take my Fate, 

And be with ane contented. 


Sox VIII. The Yellow hair d Ladic. 


N April, «vben Primroſes paint the ſcucet Plain, 
And Summer approaching rejviceth the Swain ; 

The Yellow-hair'd Ladie would oftentimes go 
To Wilds and deep Glens, where the Hawuthern Trees gr:ae, 


There under the Shade of an old ſacred Thorn, 
With Freedom be ſung bis Lowe's Ev'ning and Mera: 
He ſung with 77 t and enchanting a Scumd. 

Tat Silvans and Fairies unſeen danc d around, 

The Shepherd thus ſang, Tho young Maya be fair, 
Her Beauty is daſb"d with a ſcernſu proud Air; 

Hat Suſie was bandſome, and feveetly could fing, 
I r Breath like the Breezes perfum'd in the Spring. 

Wat Madie, in all the gay Bloom of ber Youth, 

L te che Meon cpas inconftant, and never ſpoke Truth : 
ut Suſie was faithful, good- bumour'd ar free, 
Ind fair as the Goddeſs who ſprung from the Sea. 

Tha: Mamma's fine Daughter vith all ber great Dow'r, 
Fas a<oixeardly airy, and frequently jow'r : 
Jen fighins, be wiſb'd, weuld Parents agree, 
toe witty ſrvcet Suſie bis Miſtreſs might be. 


SoNG IX. John Hay's Bom Laſſe. 


Y /an::b woinding Tay a Swain was reclining, 


« 
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My fell thus awvay, and dar na di cove- 
T2 my bonny Hay, that I am ber Lever? 


Nae mair it will hide, the Flame waxes flrangoy ;; 
If ſbe't , my Bride, my Days are me lunger: 
Then Ti take a Heart, and try at a Nunture, 
May be, &re we part, my Vis may content Fer. 
She's freſh as the Spring, ard ſavert as Aurora, 
When Birds meunt ard ſiug, bidding Day a Good Morrow + 
The Sward of the Mead, rrame,” A worth Dat ies, 
Lok wir) er and dead, when tavin'd of her Graces, 
But if ſbe appear where Nerd ret invite ber, 
The Fruntains run clear, and Fl:ww'rs ſme!l the ſcverter e 
"Tis Heaw'n to be by, toben ber Mit it a f Wing, 
Her Smiles and bright Eye jet my Spirits a bing. 
The mair that I gaze the deeper I'm aucunded ; 
Struck dumb with Amaze, my Mind is conſuunded : 
i'm all in a Fire, dear Maid, to careſs ye, 
For a my Deſire is Hay's benny Laff. 


Sox X. Ann thou wert my ain, &c. 


F Race divine thou needs muſt be, 
Since nothing earthly equals thee z 
Fur Heaven's Sake, oh! favour me, 
W bo only lives to love thee. 
Ann then wert my ain Thing, 
F wad looe thee, I wad love thee 
Ann tleu wert my ain Thing, 
Haw dearly wad I love thee ! 
The Gods one Thing peculizr have, 
To ruin none whom they can fave 3 
O! for their Sake, fupport a Slave, 
Who only lives to love thee. 
Ann thou Twer:, &c. 


To Merit I no Claim can make, 
But that I love, and fer yur Sake, 
What Man can name I Il undertake, 
So drarly do 1 love thee. 
Ann thin wort, &c. Its 
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My Paſſion, conſtant as the Sun, 
Flames ſtronger ſtill will ne'er ha done, 
Till Fates my Thread of Life have ſpun, 
Which breathing out, I'll love thee. 
Arn. thu wert, &c. 


Soxc XI. The laſt Time, &c. 
— HE laſt Time I came o'er the Moor, 
I left my Love behind me; 
Ye Powers! what Pain do I endure, 
When ſoft Ideas mind me ? 
of Socn as the —__ diſplay d 
The beaming Day enſuing, 
met betimes my lovely Maid, 
In fit Retreats for Wooing. 
Beneath a cooling Shade we lay, 
Gazing, and chaſtly ſporting ; 
We kiſfs'd and promis d Time away, 
Till Night ſpread her black Curtain, 
C F pitied all beneath the Skies, 
yang Ev'n Kings when ſhe was nigh me; 
In Raptures I beheld her Eyes, 
Which could but ill deny me. 


Should I be call'd where Cannons roar, 
Where mortal Steel may wound me; 
Or caft upon ſome foreign Shore, 
Where Dangers may futround me: 
Vet hopes again to ſee my Love, 
To feaſt on glowing Kiſſes, 
Shall make my Cares at Diſtance move, 
In Proſpect of ſuch Bliſſes. 


In all my Soul there's not one Place, 
To let a Rival enter : 

Since ſhe excels in every Grace 
In her my Love thall center, 

Sooner the Seas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their Ways the Alps ſhall cover, 

On Greenland Ice ſhall Roſes grow, -, 
ty Before I ecaſe to love her, The 
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The next Time I go oer the Moor, 
She ſhall a Lover find me ; 

And that my Faith is firm and pure, 
Tho" I left her behind me. 

Then Hymen's ſacred Bands thall chain 
My Heart to her fair Buſom ; 

There, while my Being does remain, 
My Love more freſh ſha!! bloſſom. 


Song XII. Love is the Cauſe of, &c. 


V a murmuring Stream a fair Shepherdeſs lay, 
Be ſo kind, O ye Nymphs, I oftimes heard her fay, 
Tell Srzrephon I die, if he paſſes this Way, 
And that Love is the Cauſe of my Morning. 


Falſe Shepherds that tell me of Beauty and Charms, 

You deceive me, for Strepleu's cold Heart never warme, 

Yet bring me this Strepton, let me die in his Arms, 
Ob Strephoa ! the Cauſe f my Meourning, 


But firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go 
Down to the Shades below, 
E're ye let Strephon know 
That I have lov'd him fo : 
That on my pale Cheek no Bluſhes will ſhow 
That Lowe was the Cauſe of my Mourning. 


Her Eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephen came by, 
He thought the'd been ſlee ping and ſoftly drew nigh ; 
But finding her breathleſs, oh Heavens! did he cry, 
Ab Chloris! the Cauſe of my Mourning. 


Re ſtore me, my Chleris, ye Nymphs uſe your Art. 
They fighing, reply'd, twas yourſelf ſhot the Dart, 
That wounded the tender young Shepherdefs Heart, 
And kilPd the pocr Chloris with Mourning, 
Ah then is Chlor is dead, 
Wounded by me! he faid ; 
F'l follow thee, chaſte Maid, 
Down to the filent Shade. 
Then on her cold ſnowy Breaſt leaning his Head, 
Expir'd the pror Strephon with Mourning, 
yy SONG 
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Song XIII. Katharine Ogie. 


S walking forth to view the Plain, 
Upon a Morning early, 
While May's ſweet Scent did chear my Brain, 
From Flowers which grow ſo rarely. 
I chanc'd to meet a pretty Maid, 
C She ſhin'd tho' it was fogie ; 
n I] ask'd her Name: Sweet Sir, the ſaid, 
My Name is Kutharine Oe, 
Ys I ftood a while, and did admire, 
To ſee a Nymph fo fately ; 
So brisk an Air there did a 
In a Country Maid fo neatly : 
16 Such natural Swertneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like a Lillie in a Bogie ; ; 
Diana's ſelf was ne'er array d 
Like this ſame Katharine Ogie. 


Thou Flower of Females, Beauty's Queen, 

Who ſees thee ſure muſt prize thee 
Tho' thou art dreſt in Robes but mean, 

Yet theſe cannot. diſguiſe thee : 

Thy handſome Air, and graceful Look, 
Far excels any clowniſh Rogie ; 

Thou'rt Match for Laird, or Lord, or Duke, 
My charming Katharine Ogie. 


O were I but ſome Shepherd-Swaia ! 
To ſeed my Flock beſide thee, 
At Boughting-Time to leave the Plain, 
: In Milking to abide thee 
14 think myſelf a happier Man, 
With Kite, my Club, and Dogie, 
Than he that hugs his Thouſands Ten, 
Had 1 but Katharine Ogre. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th" Imperial Throne, 
And Stateſmen's dangerous Stations 
Ii be no King, I'd wear no Crown, 
Lo I's ſmile at conquering Nations: . 
EW. Might 
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Might I careſs and till poſſeſs 
This Laſs, of whom I'm vogie ; 

For theſe are Toys, and ſtill look lefs, 
Compar'd with Katharine Ogie. 

But I fear the Gods have not decreed 
For me ſo fine a Creature, 

Whoſe Beauty rare make her exceed 
All other Works in Nature. 

Clouds of Deſpair ſurround my Love, 
That are b-th dark and fogie : 

Pity my Caſe ye Powers above, 
And grant me Katharine Ogie, 


Song XVI. The Buſh aboon, &c. 


Ear me ye Nymphs, and every Swain, 
I n tell how Peggy grieves me, 
Tho' thus I languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas! the ne er believes me. 
My Vows and Sighs, 'like filent Air, 
Unheeded never move her. 
At the bonny. Buſh aboon Tragquarr, 
"Twas there I firſt did love her. 
That Day the ſmil'd, and made me glad, 
No Maid ſeem'd ever kinder: 
I thought myſelf the luckieſt Lad, 
So ſweetly there to find her. 
I try'd to ſooth my am'rous Flame, 
In Words that I thought tender ; 
If more there paſs d, I'm not to blame, 
I meant not to offend her. 


Vet now the ſcornful flees the Plain, 
The Fields we then frequented ; 

If e'er we meet, ſhe ſhews Diſdain, 
She looks as ne'er acquainted, 

The bonny Buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its Sweets I'll ay remember; 

Bur now her Frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December, | 
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Y= rural Powers, who hear my Strains, 
Why thus ſhould Peggy grieve me ? 
Oh! make her Partner in my Pains, 
Then let her Smiles relieve me. 
If not, my Love will turn Deſpair, 
My Paſſion no more tender, 
Pit leave the Buſh aboon Traguarr, 
To lanely Wilds III wander. 


SonG XV. Bam Jean. 


1 Ove's Goddeſs in a Myrtle Grove, 
Said, Cupid, bend thy Bow with Speed, 
Ner let the Shaft at randem rove, 

For ſeany s baughty Heart muſt bleed, 


Me ſmiling Boy, with divine Art, 


From Paphos fort an Arrow keen, 
ich flew, unnerring, to the Heart, 
And kill d the Pris of 5:ny Jean. 
Ne more the Nywph, with Hangbty Air, 
Refuſes wil”, kind Aldreſe; P 
H/ yielding Bluſtbes ſhero no Care, 
But tos much Fondneſs to ſuppreſs. 
Na mere the Youth is ſullen now, 
But boks the gayeſt on the Green, 
bit every Day he ſpies ſome new 
Surpriſing Charms in bony Jean, 
4 Thouſand Tranſpts cr:ud bis Breaſt, 
He moves as light as fleeting Wind, 
Es fermer Serrows ſcem a Feſt, 
Nm when bis Jenny is turn'd kind: 
Riches be locks on with Diſdain, 
The plorious Fielili of War lost man; 
The chearful Hound and Horn give Pain, 
H abjent from bis bony Jean. 
The Day be ſpend: in am'rous Gaze, 
Mich even in Summer ſhorten'd ſeems ; 
When f:nk in Downs, with glad Amaxe, 
He wonders at ber in bis Dreams, 
C 


(214). 
All Charms diſcht'd, ſbe hboks more bright 
Than Ilium's Prize, the Spartan Queen, 
With kreakings Day, be lifts bis Sight, 
And pants to le with Jean, 


Song XVI. My Deary, if thou die. 


Ove never more ſhall give me Pain, 
My Fancy's fix'd on thee ; 
Nor ever Maid my Heart ſhall gain, 
My Feggy, if thou die. 
Thy Beauties did fuch Pleaſure give, 
Thy Love ſo true to me: 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 
My Deary, if thou dic. 
If Fate ſhall tear thee from my Breaft, 
How ſhall I lonely ſtay? 
In dreary Dreams the Night I'll waſte, 
In Sighs the Gilent Day. 
I ne'er can ſo much Virtue find, 
Nor ſuch PerfeCtion fee : 
Then I'll renounce all Woman- kind, 
My Pepyy, after thee ! 
No new blown Beauty fires my Heart 
With Cu pid's raving Rage, 
Bur thine, which can ſuch Sweets impart, ' 
Mouſt all the World engage. 
?T was this that like the Morning Sun 
Gave Joy and Life to me; 
And when it's deftin'd Day is done, 
Wich Peggy let me die. 
Ye Powers that ſmile on virtuous Love, 
And in it's Pleaſures ſhare ; 
You who it's faithful Flames approve, 
With Pity view the Fair. 
Reftore my Peggy's wonted Charms, 
Thoſe Charms ſo dear to me; 
Oh! never rob them from thoſe Arms: 
I'm loſt, if Peggy die. 


SONG 
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| Sonc XVIL Boy Chriſty, 


OW fweetly ſmells the Simmer Green | 
Sweet taſte the Peach and Cherry ; 
: HLainting and Order pleaſe cur Een, 
E. And Claret makes ns merry : 
But fineſt Colcurs, Fruits and Flowers, 
And Wine, the I be thirfly, 
Loſe a* their Charms and weaker Powers, 
Compar'd with thoje of Chriſty. 
When wand ring o'er the flow'ry Park, 
No nat ral eauty wanting, 
How lightſome ist to bear the Lark, 
And Birds in Concert chanting ? 
But if "my Chriſty tuner ber Voice, 
Im rapt in Admiration ; 


My 4 own with Extaſies rejoice 
ap the bale Creation, 


Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly Glance, 
I take the Omen, 

And often ment to make Advance, 
Hoping ſpell prove a Waman : 

_ dubious of my ain Deſert, 

Sor:timents I ſmotber ; 

will ſecret Sigks I veæ my ' Heart, 
Fer fear ſhe love another, 

Thus ſang blate Edie by a Burn, 
His Chriſty did o' er- bear bim ; 

She doubtna let ber Lover mourn, 
But &er he wift drew near bim. 

She ſpake her Favour with @ Look, 
Which left nae Room to doubt ber 

He wiſely this nice Minute took, 
And flang bis Arms about ber. 


My Chriſty !---witneſs, bony Stream, 


Sic Toys frae Tears ariſing, 
123 na be a Dream ; 


0 Love the maſt fuprifine ! 
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Time was too precicus net fer Tauk ; 
This Point of a bis Wiſhes, 

He wadra with ſet Speeches bauk, 

But warr'd it a' on Kiſſes. 


SoN XVIII. O'er the Hills and, &c. 


Octy met with Jenny fair, 

Art be the Dawning of the Day 

But Focky now is fu' of Care, 
Since Jenny ſtau hs Heart away: 
Altho' ſhe prom's'd to be true, 
She proven has alake? unkind 3 
Which gars poor Fecty aften rue, 
That he cer loo'd a fickle Mind. 


And it's cer the Hills and far away, 

It's o'er the Hills and far away, 

It's Ger the Hills and far away, 
Tie Wind bas blawn my Plaid away. 
Now 7ocky was a bony Lad, 
As e'er was born in Scotland fair 
But now, poor Man, he's een gane wood, 
Since emmy has gart him deſpair, 
Young Feciy was a Piper's Son, 
And fell in Love when he was young? 
But a the Springs that he could play, 
Was o'er the Hills and far away. 

And :t's o'er the Hills, &c. 


He ſung --- When firſt my Jenny's Face 
I ſaw ſhe ſeem d face fu' of Grace, 
With meikle Joy my Heart was fill'd, 
That's now alas! with Sorrow kili'd. 
Oh ! was ſhe but as true as fair, 0 
Twad put an End to my Deſpair. 
Inſtead of that ſhe is unkind, 
And wavers like the Winter-Wind, 
; And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 
Ah! cou'd ſhe find the diſmal Wae, 
That for her Sake I undergae, 
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She cou d nae chuſe but 
And put an End to a' my Grief : 
But oh ! ſhe is as fauſe as fair, 
Which cauſes a. my Sighs and Care; 
But ſhe triumphs in Diſdain, 
And takes a Pleaſure in my Pain. 
C. And it's o'er the Hills, &c. 
Hard was my Hap, to fa' in Love, 
With ane that does ſae faithleſs 
Hard was my Fate to court a Maid, 
That has my conſtant Heart betray'd, 
A thouſand Times to me the ſware, 
She wad be true for evermair ; 
But to my Grief, alake, I fay, 
She ſtaw my Heart and ran away, 
And :t's o'er the Hills, &c. 
Since that ſhe will nae Pity take, 
I maun go wander for her Sake, 
And, in ilk Wond and gloomy Grove, 
F 11 fighing fing, adieu to Love, 
Since ſhe is fauſe whom I adore, 
1˙ never truſt a Woman more; 
Frac all their Charms I'll flee awav, 
And on my Pipe I'll ſweetly play, 
O'er Hills and Dales, and far awry, 
Out ver the Hills and far away, 
Out over the Hills and far away. 
Te Wind has blown my Plaid qway. 


SONG XIX. Aran-WarTEtR, Or, 
My Love Annie's very Bonny. 
Hat Numbers ſhall! the Muſe repeat ? 
WV bat Verſe be found to praiſe my Annie? 

On ber Jen Thouſand Graces wait, 

Each Swain admires, and owns ſhe's banny, 
Since firſt ſhe trode the happy Plain, 

Ste jet each youthful Heart on fire; 
Each Nymph does to ber Swain complain, 

Tat Annie kindles new De/ire, 

C 3 This 
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This hey Darling deareſt Care, 

Is rew Del:ght, this charming Annie, 
Lite Summer's Dawn, foe's freſh and favy, 

When Flota's fragrant Breezes fan ye. 
A Day the am roms Youths conven, 

Forous they ſport and play before her ; 
All Night, vken ſhe no mere is fern, 

In bleſsfi1 Dreams they ſtill adore ber. 
As eng the Craud Amyntor came, 

He loo d, be lov'd, be bow'd to Annie; 
Hi: ris Sight expreſs his Flame, 
Tis Werds were few, his Wiſhes many. 
With Smiles the lovely Maid "p9'd, 

Kind Shepherd, why d I deceive ye 9 
Alas ! yrur Love muſt be deny d, 

This deflia'd Breaſt can ne er relieve ye. 
Young Damon came with Cupid's Art, 

His Miles, bis Smiles, bis Charms beguiling, 
He fi:1- awcay my Virgin Heart; 

Ceaſe, pror Amyntor, ceaſe berwailing. 
Some brighter Beauty you may find, 

On yonder Plain th: Nympls are many ; 
Then chuſe ſome Heart that's unconfin'd, 
And leave to Damon bis «vn Annie. 


SonG XX. Lochaber 20 moe. 


Aru to Lochaber, ard ſarctvel my Jean, 
tere beartſome ww!” thee I've meny Day bot g 

For Lochaber nac mair, Lochaber nge murr, 
Well may be return to Lochaber nac mary. 
Tleje Tears that T jhed, they are 4 for my Der, 
And nae for the Dangers atterding on Mer, 
Tho" bore en rough Seas to a far diftant Slore, 
May be to return to Lochaber no mere. 

The) Hurricanes riſe, and riſe Oery Wind, 
They'll ner make a Tempeſt lite that in my ſind. 
Thu bo: d:jt of Thunder on louder Wares war, 
That's nacthing like legving wy Le on the Se. 


To 
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To heave thee behind me, my Heart it ſair pain'd, 
Zy Eaſe that's inglorious, no Fame can be gain d; 
And eauty and Love's the Reward of the Brave, 
And I muſt deſerve it before I can crave, 


Then Glory, my Jeany, maun plead my Excuſe ; 
Since Honour commanas me, bow can I refuſe ? 
Without it I ne er can bawe Merit for thee, 

And without thy Favour 'd better not be ! 

I gae then, my Laſs, to uin Honour and Fame, 
ted if I Huld luck to come gl:ricuſly hame, 

Tl bring a Heart te thee wvith Lowe running cer, 
And then I'll leave thee and Lochaber v more, 


Song XXI. The Broom. 


| H OW blyth ilk Morn was J to fee 
The Swain come o'er the Hill! 
He $skipt the Burn, and flew to me: 
T met him with good Will. 


| O the Broom, the horny benny Brecm, 
The Brom F Cowdenknows ; 
[ Ii I woere with my dear STv4i i, 
WW ith bis Pipe and my Enos. 
IJ neither wanted Ewe nor Lamb, 
While his Flock near me lav - 
He gather'd in my Sheep at Night, 
And chear'd me ill the Day. 
O the Bream, &c. 
He tun' d his Pipe and Reed fat iwer, 
The Burds ſtood lift ning b.: 
E'en the dull Cattle ſtocd and gaz d, 
Charm'd with his Melody. 
O the Brom, &c. 
While thus we fpent our Time by Turns, 
Betwixt our Flocks and Pizy : 
] envy'd not the faire Dame, 
Tio” nc'er fo rich and gay, 
O the Broom, &c, 
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Hard Fate that I ſhould baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I lov'd the kindeſt Swain 
That ever yet was born. 
O the Bram, &c. 
He did oblige me ev'ry Hour, 
Cou'd I but faithfu” be; 
He ftaw my Heart: Cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he ask'd of me? 
O the Brom, &c. 


My Doggie, and my little Kit 
That held my wee Soup Whey, 
My Plaidy, Broach, and crooked Stick, 
May now lye uſeleſs by. 
O the Broom, &c, 
Adieu, ye Cowdenknows, adieu, 
Farewel a Pleaſures there; 
Ye Gods reſtore to me my Swain, 
a* I crave or care, 


O the Broom, the bonny bonny Broom, 
The Brocm of Cowedenknows : 

I wiſh I were with my dear Swain, 
9 brs Pipe and my Eu. 


Soxc XXII. The Highland Laddie. 


HE Lawlands Lads think they are fine ; 
| But 0 wat vain and idly gaudy ! 
Hu much unlike that gracefu” Mem, 
And manly Looks of my Highland T addie 9 
O my bonny bonny Highland Laddie, 
My handſome charming Highland Laddie ; ; 
May Heaven ftill guard, and Love reward 
Our Lawland Laſs and her Highland Laddie. 
If I were free at Will to chuſe 
To be the wealthieſt 1 Ladie, 
Fd take young Donald 2vityout Trews, 
With Bonnet blue, and belted __ 
O my bonny, Sc. 
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Ne braweſt Bean in Borrows-Teowon, 
In 4 bis Arms, with Art made ready, 
A to bim, be's but a Chun; 
He's finer fur in's Tartan Plaidy. 
O my bonny, Sc. 
Oer Benty Hill with bim TI ran, 
| And leave my Lawland Kin and Dady. 

Frae Winter's Cald, and Summer's Sun, 

He'll ſcreem me with bis Highland Plaidy, 
O my bonny, Se. 
| A painted Room, and Silken Bed, 

May pleaſe a Lawland Laird and Lady; 
But I can $24 be as plad 
| Bebind a Buſb in's Hi, Bland Plaidy. 

O my bonny, Cc. 
Few Complements bet eveen us paſs, 

T ca" Him my dear W Laddie, 
be ca's me bis Lawland Laſs, 

Syne retot me in beneath bis Plaidy. 
O my bonny, &c. 
Noe preater I'll &er pretend, 

Than that 37 Love ns and fleady, 
Like mine to bim, which ne er ſhall md, 
| While Heaven preſerves my Higt land Ladie, 
© O my bonny, &c. 


| Song XXIII. Polwart on the Green 


T Polwart on the Green, ; 
1 you i meet me the Morn, 
Where Laſfjes do convene 
To dance abaut the Thorn, 


A kindly Welcome you ſhall meet, 
Frae her who likes to view 

A Lover and a Lad compleat 
The Lad and Lover you. 


Let dorty Dames ſay Na, 


As lang as er they pleaſe 
Seem caulder than N 


While inwardly they bleez ; But 
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But I wi!l frankly ſhaw my Mind, 
And yield my Heart to thee : 
Be ever to the Captive kind. 
That langs na to be free, 


At Pckvart on the Green, 
Amang the new mawn Hay, 
With Sangs and Dancing keen, 
We'll ja 3 Day. 4 
At Night, if Beds be o er thrang . 
And thou de tired of ' Fong 
Thou ſhalt be welcome, my dear Lad, 
To take a Part of mine, 


SoN XXIV. Waly, Nah, 


Maly, waly, up the Bark, 
And waly, wwaly down the Brae, 
And waly, waly, yen Barn-Side, 
Where I and thy Love wont te gae. 
JT l:an'd my Back unto an Aik, 
I thought it was a truſty Tree, 
Put firſt it leu d and ſyne it brake, 
Sae my true Loue did lightly me. 
O wherefore ſhou'd I busk my Head, 
Or n I as my Har ? 
Fer my true Love has me forſak'n, 
And ſays Þ'l] never love me maar. 


O waly, waly, but Love be bonny, 


A little Time while it is new, 
But when tis auld it waxeth cauld, 


And fades away like the Morning Dew. 


Now Arthur-Seat all be Bed, 
The Sheets ſhall neer be fi d by me, 
St. Anth'ny's Wall ſhall be my Drink, 
Since my true Love's forſaten me. 
Marti mas Wind when vilt thou hau, 
And ſhake the green Leates aff the Tree ! 
© gentle Death, when wilt thou come ? 


Fer o' my Life I am weaty, O waly, waly, * 
. "119 
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( 23) 
"Tis nat the Prof that freezes fell, 
Nor blawwing Snaw's Inc lemency ;; 
Ji not fic Cauld that makes me 
But my Love's Heart grown cauld to me, 
N den we came in by Glaſgow Toxon, 
We were a comely Sight to e; 
My Live was clad in Black Velvet, ; 
And I myſelf in Cramaſie. O waly, waly, Tc, 
But bad I wift before I h d, 
That Lowe bad been ſae n to win, 
I'd het'd my Heart in a Caſe of God, 
And pinn'd it with a Siller Pin. 
Ob! ob! : ns Babe was burn 
And 2 Nurſe's Knee, ; 
And I myſell were dead and gane, 
For a Maid again I'll never be. O waly, waly, Ce. 


So v XXV. Nanny-O. 


Hile ſore fir Pleaſure pron their Health, 
*Twixt Lais and the Bagnio, 
Fl ſave myſelf, and without Stealth, 
Kiſs — careſs my Nanny —0. 
She bids more fair “ engage f 
Than Leda did for Danae—O : 
Were Ito paint the Qieen of Lowe, 
Nene elſe ſhould fit but Nanny--O 
Hero joyfully my Spirits riſe, 
wit — 2 * Fnely---0; 
T gueſs what Heaven is by ber Eyes, 
Which ſparkle ſo divinely---0. 
Attend my Vinus, ye Gods, while I 
Breathe in the bleſs Britannia, 
Nore's Happineſs I fball envy, 
As long's ye grant me Nanny---O, 
Cher, My bonny, bonny Nanny---0. 
My lovely charming Namy---0, 
1 care not tho” the World do-know 
How dearly I love Nany-=-Q, SONG 


( 24 ) 
SonG XXVI. The Cllier's benny, &c, 


'T HE Collier has a Daughter, ' 
And O ſhe's wonder bonny, 
A Laird he was that ſought her, 
Rich baith in Lands and Money : A 
The Tutors watch'd the Motion | 
Of this young honeſt Lover: ö 
But Love is like the Ocean; 
Wha can its Depth diſcover ! 
He had the Art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpected ; 
His Airs fat round him eaſy, 
Genteel, but unaffected. 
The Collier's bonny Laſſie, 
Fair as the new blown Lillie, 
Ay tweet, and never ſaucy, 
Secur d the Heart of Vilhy. 


He lov'd beyond Expreſſion 
The Charms that were about her, 
And panted for Poſſeſſion, | 
His Life was dull without her, 05 
After mature Reſolving, : 
* Cloſe to his Breaſt he held her, * 
In ſafeſt Flames diſſolving, | | 
He tenderly thus tell'd her, 2 
My bonny Collier's Daughter, 4 
Let nathing diſeompoſe ye, | 
"Tis no your ſcanty Tocher 
Shall ever gar me loſe ye: 
For I have Gear in Plenty, So 
And Love ſays, tis my Duty 
To ware what Heaven has lent me, ( 
Upon your Wit and Beauty, 


dene Nenn Trick . ? 


mmm — 


JJV 


98 


Bo Bo, 


HEN firſt theſe blooming Charms I 'ſpied | Be} 
That ſmiling play on Annie's Face, : | 2 0 
Her Hair without affected Pride, is 


Her Shape, ber Mein, and every Grace; | 4 


A 0 BD 


* 


My Heart and every Pulſe beat . 

In Hurry all my Spirits mod, 
T felt new Marios in my Breaſt, 

The more I gaz'd, the more I lv 

| But when her Mirth, and lively Senſe, ' 

| With Pleaſure I attentive beard, 
Her chearful Mit and Innocence 
In every Thought and Word _ 1 
Thoſe lovely Beauties of ber Mind, 

A noble laſting Foy i » 
Excite a Paſſion more Ae. 

And doubly captivate my Heart. 


When Anne's Prc/cnce I enjoy, 

A pleaſant Warmth within me glows, 
No cloudy Cares my Bleſs annoy, | 

My Scul with Love and Foy c' er fle! 
So toben the gloricus Cod of Day 

Diſpels the gloomy Shades of Nizht, 
Nature revixiug, all hoks gay, 

Ard welcomes the returning Light ! 


Ob wwoull my Charmer make me bl}, 
And yield to eaſe her Lover's Pain, 

My Fears all gene, my Soul at reſt, 
Then Love and Jay ſhould ever reign ; 

Each gentle Hour with freſh Delight, » 
Wad paſs away in mutual Love, 

In Peace we d ſprnd the Day and Night, 
And emul.:t2 the Bleſt 4 


Song XXVIII. H gar rub ber, &c. 


8 IN ye meet a bony Laſſie, 
Cie ber a Kiſs, and let her gar, 
But if you meet a dirty Hufſy, 


X Fy ger rub her o'er with Strae. 
Es. RE * . 
/ Be ſure by dinna quat the Grip 
» Of ilka Fey when ye are young, 


' Before wa” Age your Vitals mp, 
And lay ye rwafald "_ a Rung, 
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Srocet Vouth's a Hyth and — Tire; 
Der, Lads * Lajjes, wwhile tis May, 
Cae pu the Gowan in its Prime, 
Before it wither and decay, 
Watch the ſaft Minutes of Delyte, 
When Jenny ſpeaks beneath ber Breath, 
And kiſſes, laying a" the Wyte 
On you, if ſbe lep ony Shaith. 
Haith ye're ill-bred, hell ſmiling ſay, 
Terry me, e greedy Rook ; 
Syne frae your Arms Bel rin away, 
Ard bids herſelf in ſome dark N.. 
Her Laugh will lead you to the Pls 
Where lies the Happineſs ye want, 
And plainly tell you to yeur Face, 
' Nineteen Na-ſays are Haff a Grune. 
New to her beaving Boſom cling, 
And ſevcetly toolie for a Kiſs ; 
Frae ber fair Finger Tohoop a Ring, 
As Taikhen of a future Bliſs. 
Theſe Benni ſens, T very ſure, 
Are of the God's indulgent Grant : 
Then ſurly Carles, whiſht, forbear 
To plague ug with your whinning Cant, 


SonG XXIX. Corn Rigs are bony. 


Y Patie is a Lever gay, 
Hrs Mind is never middy ; 


rs Breath is fweeter than new Hoy, 
His Face is fair ard rudiy, 
His Sage is hagaſome, midale Hi xc; 
He's ftately in bis Wawkine ; 
The Sh:ning of his Een ſurpri e; 
"Tis Heaven to bear bim '\[awwking, 
Laſt Night I met bia on a Bawk, 
Where yel/oww Corn wwas grote, 
Ther: many a kindly Word he ſpate, 
Tat ſet my Heart a Glwing, 


bony. 
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(27) 
He hiſs'd, ard wow le tad be mac, 
And lcd me bejl of ony ; 
That gars me like to fing finſyne, 
O Corn Rigs are buny. 
Let Maidens of a filly Mind 
Refuſe what mai they're want; 
a for 270 are deftgn'd, bans 
We chaſtly ſaculd be granting ; 
Then ll comply and warry Pate, 
And fyne my Cockerneny, 
He's free to touxde air or late, 
Where Corn Rigs ate bony. 


SoxnG XXX. Blink over the Burk 


T Eave Kindred and Friends, ſweet Betty, 
[, Leave Kindred and Friends for me ; 
Aſlur d thy Servant is ſteddy 
To Love, to Honour, and Thee. 
The Gifts of Nature and Fortune 
May fly, by Chance, as they came; 
They're Grounds the Deftinies ſport on, 
But Virtue is ever the ſame, 
Altho* my Fancy were roving, 
Thy Charms ſo heav'nly appear, 
That other Beauties diſprov ing, 
I'd worſhip thine only, my Dear, 
And ſhou'd Life's Sorrows embitter 
The Pleaſure we promis'd our Loves, 
To ſhare them together is fitter, 
Than moan aſunder, like Doves. 
Oh! were I but once fo bleſſed, 
To graſp my Love in my Arms ! 
By thee to be graſp'd! and kiſſed ! 
And live on thy Heaven of Charms! 
I'd _ at Fortune's Caprices, 
Shou'd Fortune capricious prove ; 
. Death ſhou'd tear me wo Pieces, 
'd die a Martyr to Love. 8 
| 75 3080 


( 28 ) 


So N XXXI. The yellow hair'd Ladie, 
E Shepherds and Nymphs that adorn the gay Plain, 


Approach from your Sports and attend to my Strain, 


all yeur Number a Lover ſo true, 
Was ne er fo undone, with ſuch Bliſs in his New. 
Was ever a Nymph ſo hard-beart:d as mine ? 
She knotus me fincere, and fhe ſees bow I pine, 
Sbe does not diſdain me, nor frown in her Wrath, 
But calmly and mildly reſigns me to Death, 


She calls me her Friend, but ber Lower denies : 
Sbe ſmiles oben T chearſal, but h:ars not my Sights, 
£ Boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an Air, 
Pires me with Hepe, and yet bids me deſpair ! 
T fall at ber Feet, and implore ber with Tears : 
Her Anſwer confounds, while ber Manner endears ; 
When 7 ſhe tells me to bope no Relief, 
My trembling Lips bleſs ber in ſpite of my Graef. 
By Night wwhile I ſlumber, flill haunted with Care, 
T ftart up in Anguifh, and ſigh for the Fair; | 
The Fair ſleeps in Peace, may ſhe ever do ſo! 
And only when dreaming imagine my Wee. 
Then gaze at a Diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 
Nor thinks be ſhou'd leve, whom fhe cannot admire : 
Huſh all thy Complain: ng, and dying her Slave, 
Commend ber to Heaven, and thyſelf to the Cra ve. 


SonG XXXII. The young Laird, &c. 


OW what ye wha I met Veſtreen, 
Coming down the Street, my Jo? 
My Miſtreſ- in her Tartan Screen, 
Fow bony, braw and ſweet, my Jo. 
My Dear, quoth I, Thanks to the Night, 
That never whiſht a Lover ill, 
Since ye're out of your Mither's Sight, 
Let's take a Wauk up to the Hill, 


a 


lie. 


re, 


&c. 


( 29 
0 =o, wiltu gang w me, E 
eave the dinſome Town a whi 

The Bloſſom's ſprouting ſrae the Tree, 
And a' the Summer's gawn to ſmile ; 
The Mavis, Nightingale and Lark, 

The bleating Lambs and whiſtling Hynd, 
In ilka Dale, Green, Shaw and Park, 

Will nouriſh Health and glad ye'r Mind, 
Soon as the clear Goodman of Day 

Bends his Morning Draught of Dew, 
We'll gae to ſome Burn-Side and play, 

And gather Flowers to busk ye'r Brow. 
We'll pou the Daiſies on the Green, 

The lucken Gowans frae the Bog : 
Between Hands now and then we'll leang 

And ſport upo the Velvet Fog. 
There's up into a pleaſant Glen, 

A wee Piece frae my Father's Tower, 
A canny ſaſt and flow'ry Den, | 

Which circling Birks have formed a Bower 3 
Whene'er the Sun grows high and warm, 

We'll to the cauler Shade remove, 
There will I lock thee in mine Arm, 

And love and kiſs, and kiſs and love. 


SoncG XXXIII. Katy's Anſwer. 


M Y Minny's ay glowran o'er me, 
Tho' the did the fame before me 3 
I canna get Leave 
To look to my Love, 
Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. 
Right fain wad I take ye'r Offer, 
Sweet Sir, but Ill tine my Tocher; 
Then, Sandy, ye'll fret, 
And wyte ye'er poor Kate, 
Whene'er ye keek in your Toom Coffer. 
For tho* my Father has Plenty 
Of Siler and Pleniſhing r 
3 


ven 


( 30) | 
Vet he's unco ſweer MT | 
To twin wi' his Gear; 
And fae we had Need to be tenty, ' | 
Tutor my Parents wi” Caution, 
Be wylie in ika Motion; | 
Brag well o'ye'r Land, 
And there's my leal Hard, 
Win them, I'll be at your Devotion. 


SownG XXXIV. Take your auld, &c. 


N Winter tuben the Rain rain'd cauld, 
And Froft an Snaw en iſta H., 6 
And Boreas, 2067/5 his Blaſts ſee ha A, 
Vat threatning a” our Ky to ki! : 
Ther. Bell wy Wife, wha lover nae Serie, 
She ſaid to me right baſtily, 
Cet up, Goedman, ſave Cromie Life, 
And take your ad Cloak about ye. 
My Cromie it on uſeful Cow, 
And ſbe is come of a god Kynre ; 
Aft has ſbe wet the Barrn's Maw, 
And I am laith that fbe mould tyre ; 
Get up, Goodman, it is fou Tine, 
The Sun ſhines it be Lift ſae bic ; 
Sloch newer made a grations End. 
Go N your auld Cloak aber: ye. 
My Cloak xvas anes a goed gray Chat, 
When it tuat fitting for my Wear ; 
But ngo it's ſcan'ly worth 4 Grogt. | | 
For I have cuern t this Thirty Year ; 
Ler's ſpend the G:ar that due bave wc: 
We little ken the Day tue die: 
Then TI be proud, fence I have fro:rn 
To hate a nw Chak about me. 
In Days ⁊uben out King Robert rang, 
His Trexus whey cot but Half a Crown ; 
#He ſaid my were a Groat der dias, 
And cat!'d the Taylor Thief and Leun. 


Kc. 


( 31) 
He wat the King that wore a Crown, 
Ani thu tle Man of laigh Depree, 
J Pride puts 4 the Country dorn, 
Sae tale thy auld Ci:ak about thee, 
Every Land has its ain Laugh, 
I: Kind of Cru it his tes Hel, 
T think the World is a” run wrany, 
When ita Wife ber Man wad rule ;; 
De ve not ſer Rob, Jock, and Hb, 
Ar they are girded gallantly, 
it burklen in the Aſe, 
I. kaie a new Cl. at abrut me. 
G-adn:ar I ewoate tis Thirty Years, 
Frage av did ant anther len; 
eue have Fad, between us tua, 
4 Had and bony Laſſes ten: 
A mw they are Women prown and Men, 
bi and pray Tell may they le; 
Alf yu prove a gord Husband, 
E'en take your auld Cloak about ye. 


Bell my ie, ſpe les na Strife ; 
Bu ſbe wad guide me, if ſb: can, 
And to maintain an eaſy Life, 
[ aft maun yield 1 I'm Gordman 3 
Icught' s to be won at Woman's Hand, 
Unl/s/s ye give her all the Plea ; 
Then PU leave aff tvhere I began, 
Ard take my auld Cloak about me. 


SSN XXXV. The Mill, Mill—©O, 


R Eneath a green Shade I fand a fair Maid, 


Was fleeping ſound and ftill---O ; 
A' lowan wi” Love, my Fancy did rove 
Around her with good Will---O : 


Her Boſom I preſt; but, ſunk in her Reft, 


She tirdna my Joy to ſpill---O : 


While kindly the flept, cloſe to her I crept, 
And kiſs'd, and kiſs'd her my Fill- O. 


(32 ] | 


Obiig'd by Command in Flanders to land, 
T'employ my Courage and Skill---O, 

Frae her quietly I ftaw, hoiſt Sails and awa, 
For Wind blew fair on the Bill- -O. 

Twa Years brought me Hame where loud fraiſing Fame 
Tald me with a Voice right ſhill-.-O, 

My Laſs, like a Fool, had mounted the Stool, 
Nor kend wha had done her the III- . O. 

Mair fond of her Charms, with my Son in her Arms, 
I ferlying ſpeer'd how the fell---O, 

Wi' the Tear in her Eye, quoth ſhe, let me die, 
Sweet Sir, gin I can tell- O. 

Love gave the Command, I took her by the Hand, 
And bad her a“ Fears expell, ---O, * 

And nae mair look wan, for I was the Man 
Wha had done her the Deed my fell -O. 


My bony ſweet Laſs on the gowany Graſs, 
Beneath the Shilling-Hill--- 0, : 


If I did Offence, I'ſe make ye Amends N 
Before I leave Pegzy's Mill---O. 
© the Mill, Mull---O, and the Kill, Kill, --- 0, C 


And the Copging of the Wheel---0 ; 
The Sack and the Steve, a” that ye maun leave, 
And reund with a Sedger Reel --- O. F 


SoxnG XXXVI, I fixed my Fancy on her, U 
TY Right Cynthia's Power divinely great, 


What Heart is net cheying ? Fc 

A thouſand Cupid's on ber vat, 

Ard in her Eyes are playing, Fa 
She ſeems the Queen of Lowe to reign ; 

For ſhe alone diſpenſes 
Such Stoeets as beſt can entertain At 

The Guſt of ali the Senſes. 
Her Face. a charming Proſpect brings, T} 


Her Breath gives balmy Kit; 


| T bar an Angel when ſhe ſings, | 
And taſte à Heaven of Blifſes, 7 W. 
out 


(33) 
Four Senſes thus ſhe feafts vi 
From ——_— cheſt Treaſu 2 8 
Let me the other Senſe employ, 
And I ſpall dis with Pleaſure. 


SONG XXXVII. 


Dumbarton's Drums. 


Un>:rt:n's Drums beat bony -O, 
The mind me of my Dear Jonny -- O 
How happy then unn 1, : 
2 When my Soldier is by, 
While he kiftes and bleſſes his Annie O 


"Tis a So dier alone can delight me- O, 
Fur his gracetu* Looks do invite me- -O: 
While guard.d in his Arms, 
I'll fear no Wars Alarms, 
Neither Danger nor D.ath ſhall e'er tright me- -O. 


My Love, is a handſome Ladie - O, 
Genteel, but ne'er foppiſh nor gaudy - O: 
Tho' Commiiſions are dear, 
Yet I'll buy him one this Year, 
For he ſhall ſerve no longer a Cadie - O. 


A Soldier has Honour and Bravery --- O, 
ber, Unacquainted with Rogues and their Knavery ---Oz 
He minds no other Thing, | 
But the Ladies or the King; 
For every other Care is but Slavery -- O. 


Then I'll be the Captain's Lady --- ©, 
Farewel to my Friends and my Dady ---Q ; 
I'll wait no more at Home, 
But I'll follow with the Drum, 
And whenever that beats I'll be ready -- O. 


Dumbarton s Drums found bony --- O, 
They are ſprightly like my Dear Jenny -- O: 
How happy ſhall I be, 
When on my Soldier's Knee, 
When he kiſſes and bleſſes his Arnic ---O ! 
Fat SONG 
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And as your conſtant Slave, regard it, 
Syne for its Faithfulneſs reward it, 

"Tis Proof a- ſhot to Birth or Money, 

But yields to what is ſweet and bony ; 

Receive it then with a Kiſs and a Smily, 

There's my Thumb it will neer beguile ye. 

How tempting ſweet theſe Lips of thine are ! 

Thy Boſom White, and Legs fac fine are! 

That when in Pools I ſee thee clean em; 

They carry away my Heart between em. 

I with, and I with, while it gaes duntin, 

O gin I had you on a Mountain, 

Tho Kith and Kin and a' ſhould revile thee, 

There's my Thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee, 

Alane through flow'ry Bows I dander, 

Tenting my Flocks left they ſhould wander, 

Gin thou ll gae alang, I'll dawt thee gaylic, 

And gi'e my Thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee. 

O my Dear Lafbe, it is but Daffin, 

To had thy Woer up ay niff naffin. 

That na, na, na, I hate it moſt vilely; 

O ſay, yes, and I'll ne'er beguile thee. 


SoN O XXXIX. The bony Scot. 


The Boat-Man. 


E Gales that gently wave the Sea, 
And pleaſe the canny Boat-Man, 
Bear me from hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my borny Scot-Man : 
In baly Bands, 
Me join d cur Hands, 
Jt may mt this diſcover 
While Parents rate 
A large Eftate, 
Before a faithfu' Lover, 


Son 6 XXXVIII. There's my Thumb, &c. 


VI ſweeteſt May, let Love incline thee, 
T accept a Heart which he deſigns thee; 


(35) 


-, But I het chuſe in Highland Glens, 
th Ji herd the Kid and Goat-Man, 


E'cr Icau'd for fic 8 
N O 70 ee mw Scot- » 
5 2 dear g's Man 
Wha j i began 
The baſe ungenerovs Faſhion, 
Frae greedy Views 
Lmve's Art to uſe, 
While Stranger's to its Paſſion, 
Fre foreign Fields, my lovely Youth, 
Haſte to thy long ing Laſſie, 
e pants to preſs thy bawwmy Mouth, 
And in her Boſom hauſe thee, 
Lowe gi es the Ward, 
Ther on Board, 
Fair Winds and tenty Boatman, 
Waft oer, waſt d'er 
Frae yonder Sbore, 
My blyth, my bony Scot- Mun, 


Soxc XL. Colin and Griſy parting. 
Wes my Heart that wwe ſhould ſunder. 


ww Ith broken Words, and down-caft Eyes, 
Poor Colin ſpoke his Paſſion tender; 
And, parting with his Griſy, cries, 
| Ah! woe's my Heart that we ſhould ſander, a 
cot. To others I am cold as Snow, 
But kindle with thine Eyes like Tinder ; 
From thee with Pain I'm forc'd to go, 
It breaks my Heart that we ſhould ſunder. 
Chain'd to thy Charms, I cannot 


No Beauty new my Love ſhall hinder ; 
Nor Time nor Place fhall ever change 


My Vows, tho' we're oblig'd to ſunder. 
The Image of thy graceful Air, 
And Beauties, which invites our Wonder, 
Thy lively Wit, and Prudence rare, | 
But Shall ſtill be preſent, tho“ we ſunder,. Dear 


(36) | 

Dear Nymph, believe thy Swain in this, 
Yecu'll ne'er engage a Heart that's kinder | 
Then ſeal a Promite with a Kiſs, | 
Always to love me, though we ſunder, 


Ye Gods, take Care of my dear Laſs, 
That as I leave her I may find her : 

When that bleſt Time thail come to paſs, 
We'll meet -gain, and never ſunder. 


Sox XLI. The Gaberlunzie-Man. 


HE pawky auld Carle came o'er the Lee, 
Wi” many Guod E'ens and Days to me, 
Saying, Good Wite, for your Courteſie, 
Will you lodge a filly poor Man? 
The Night was cald, the Carle wis wat, 
And down ayont the Ingle he fat ; 
My Daughter's Shoulder he gan to clap, 
And cagdily ranted and ſang. : 
O vow ! quo” he, wer: I as free, 
As firſt when I ſaw this Country, 
How blyth and merry wad I be 
And I wad never think lang. 
He grew cany, and the grew fain ; 
But little did her auld Minny kea 
What thir flee Twa togither were ſay'n, 
When wooing they were ſae thrang. 
And O! quo” he, ann ye were as black, 
As e er Crown of my Dady's Hat, 
*Tis I wad lay thee by my Back, 
And awa” wi” me thou ſhou'd gang. 
And O! quoth ſhe, ann I were as white, 
As e'er the Snaw lay on the Dike, 
I'd clead me braw, and Lady like, 
And awa' with thee I'd gang. 
Between the twa was made a Plot; 
They raiſe a wee before the Cock, 
And wylily they ſhot the Lock, 
And faſt to the Bent ate they gane, 
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Up on the Morn the auld Wife araiſe, 


And at her Leiſure pat on her Claiſe ; 
Syne to the Servants Bed ſhe gaes, 
To ſpeer for the filly poor Man. 


She gaed to the Bed where the Beggar lay, 
The Strae was cald, he was away, 
She cl:pt her Hands, cry'd, Waladay, 

For ſome of our Gear will be gane. 
Some ran to Coffers, and ſome to Kiſts, 
But nought was ftown that cou'd be miſt, 
She danc'd her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt, 

I have lodg'd a leal poor Man. 


Since nathing's awa, as we can learn, 

The Kirn's to kirn, and Milk to earn, 

Gae butt the Houſe, Lats, and weken my Bairn, 
And bid her come quickly ben. 

The Servant gade where the Daughter lay, 

The Sheets was cauld, the was away, 

And faſt to her Goodwife can ſay, 
She's aff with the Gaberlunzie- Man. 


O fy gar ride, and fy gar rin, 
And haſte ye find theſe Traitors again; 
For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be lain, 
The wearifu* Gaberlunzie- Man. 
Some rade upo Horſe, ſome ran a Fit, 
The Wife was wood, and cut o'her Wit: 
She cou d na gang, nor yet cou'd ſhe fit, 
But ay ſhe curs'd and ſhe ban'd. 
Mean Time far hind out o'er the Lee, 
Fu” ſnug in a Glen, where nane cou'd ſee, 
The twa, with kindly Spert and Glee, . 
Mu frac a new Cheeſe a Whang : 
Priving was good, it pleas'd them baith, 
To lo'e her for ay, he hed. her his Aith. 
uo” the, to leave thee I will be laich, 
y winſome Gaberlunzie- Man. 
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O kend my Minny I were wi' you, 
Ilfardly would ſhe crook her Mou, 
Sic a poor Man ſhe'd never trow, 

After the Gaberlunzie Man. 
My Dear, quo he, ye re yet o'er young, 
And ha' na learn'd the Beggar's Tongue, 
To f:llow me from Town to Town, 

Ard carry the Gaberlunzie on. 


Wi Cauk and Keel I'll win your Bread, 
Ad Spindles and Whorles for them wha necd, 
Whilk is a gentle Trade indeed, 
To carry the Gaberlunzie—O. 
F'll bow my Leg, and crook my Knee, 
And draw a blick Cleut o'er my Fre, 
A Cripple or blind they w. ll cr" me, 
While we ſhall be merry, and fing. 


SonG XLII. The Widcu. 


HE Widow can bake, and the Wideww can brew, 
The Widew can ſhape, and the Widow can ſew, 
And mony braw Thinps the Widow can as 
Then have at the Widew my Ladie, 
With Cruraze attack her baith early and late, 
To hiſs ber and clap ber ye mavna be blate ; 
Speak well and do better, for that" s the bet Gate 
To win a young Wid:'w, my Ladie. 


The Widew ſbe uthfu", and never a Hair, 
The war of her 1 aring, and has a good Stair 
Of every Thing lovely; fpe*s witty and ſair, 
And has a rich Jointure, my Ladie, 
What can d ye vb better your is Pleaſure to crown, 
Than a Wikew, the hani e Toaſt in the Town, 
With naithing, but draw in your Stool and fit dun, 
And ſport” with the Midi wu, my Ladie ? 
Then till er and kilPer with 7 5 dead, 
De flark Love and Kindneſs be all ye ca "plead; 
© Be heartſome and airy, and hope to jucceed, 
With a bony gay Video, my Ladie. 
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gtribe Tren ⁊ubile tis bet, if ye d bave it to wald, 
For Fortune ay favours the act᷑ue ard bauld, 
But ruins the Wer that's thowl:fs and cauld, - 
Unfit for the Widoxw, my Ladie. 


So NG XLIII. Love inviting Reaſon, 
Chami ma chattle, ne duce ſkar mi. 


Hen innocent Paſtime our Pleaſure did crown, 
Up:n a green Meadow, under a Tree, 
Fee Annie became 4 fine pa in Town, 
Haw lovely and loving and bony Twas ſhe? 
Nou ge up thy Reaſon, my beaut:fu.” Annie, 
Let nec a bim ding my Fancy a jee 2— 
0! as thu art bony be faithſul and cany, 
Anl fawvur thy Jamie wha doats upon thee, 
Diet the Death of a Linttobite give Annie the Spleen ? 
Can tyning of Trifles be uneaſy to thee ; 
Can L1p-Dozs and Monkies dratu Tears frae theſe Een, 
: That ot with Indi ference on poor dying me 
Raue up thy Reaſen, my brautifu' Annie, 
And dinna prefer a Paroquet to ne; 
n ſew, O] as thee art bony, be prudent and cary, 
And think on thy Jamie wha deats upon thee, 
Ab! ſhe'd a new Manto er Flanders Lace Head, 
Or yet a tre Cattie, tbo never jae fine, 
Gar thee grow forgetſu", and let bis Heart bleed, 
That anes bad — Hope of purchaſing thine P 
Reuze up thy Reaſen, my beautifs” Annie, 
Ard dinna prefer ye'er Fleegeries to me ; 
O! as thou art bony be ſolid and cany, 
And tent a true Lover that doats upon thee, 
ball a Paris Edition of new-fangle Sany, 
= To git ver ui Laces and Fringes be be, 
By a doring bimſelf, be admir d by fair Annie, 
And aim at thoſe Beni ſom promis d to me P 
Rouze up thy Reaſon, my beautifu" Annie, 
And never prefer a lyykt Dancer to me ; 
O as thou art bony be canflant cany, 
Leve ar thy Jamie wha doatl upen thee. 
E 2 
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0 8 dear Charmer, on ilka ſweet Hav, 
That flade awvay ſaftiy heren thee and rie, 
Cre Squirrels, or Beaus, er Fofpery bad Pisuer 

T rival my Love and impeſe upon thee. 
Rouxe up thy Reaſon, my heautiſu Annie, 
And let thy Deſires be a” center d in me; 


Ob! as thou art & 4 * and cany, 
And love bim *vba'"s > ts center in thee. 


SonG XLIV. Mairland Willie. 


Aken and I will tell you how 
Y - Young muirland Mille came to woo. 
Tho" he could neither ſay nor do; 
The Truth I tell to you. 
But ay he cries, whate'er betide, 


Maggy Ve ha'e her to be my Bride, With à ful, æc. 


On his gray Yad* as he did ride, 
With Durk and Piſtol by his Side, 
He prick'd her on Wi meikle Pride, 
Wi' meikle Mirth and Glee. 
Out o'er yon Moſs, out o'er yon Muir, 
Till he came to her Dady's Door, With a ſal, &c. 
Goodman, quoth he, be ye within, 
I'm come your Doghter's Love to win, 
I care no for making meikle Din; 
What Anſwer gi” ye me ? 
Now, Woer, quoth he, wou'd ye light down, 
T'll gi” ye my Daughter's Love to win, With à fal, &c. 
| Now, Woer, fin ye are lighted down, 
Where do you win, or in what Town ? 
I think my Doghter winna gloom 
On fic a Lad as ye. 
The Woer he ſtep'd up in the Houſe, 
And wow but he was wond'rous crouſe, With, &c. 


I have three Owſen in a Plough, 
Twa good ga en Yads, and Gear enough, 
The Place they ca“ it Cadeneugh ; 

I ſcorn to tell a Lie: 


Beſides, 
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Beſides, I had frac the great Laird, 
A Peat- Pat and a lang Kail-Yard, W:th a fal, &c, 


The Maid pat on her Kirtle brown, 
She was the braweſt in a' the Town ; 
I wat on him ſhe did na gloom, 
Bur blinkit bonnlie. 
The Lover he ſtended up in Haſte, | 
And gript her hard about the Waſte, With a fal, &c. 


. To win y-ur Love, Maid, I'm come here, 
lie. I'm young, and hae enough o Gear ; 
And for my fell ye need na fear, 
Troth try me whan ye like. 
He took aff his Bonnet and ſpit in his Chew, 
He dighted his Gab, and he pri'd her Mou' \ With, &c. 


The Maiden bluſht and bing'd fu law, 
Kc. She had na Will to ſay him nae, 
ut to her Dady ſhe left it a” 
As they twa could agree. 
The Lover he ga'e her the tither Kiss, 
Syne ran to her Dady and tell'd him this, With, %c, 


Your Doghter wad na ſay me nay 
c. But to your (ell the has left it a” , 
As we cou'd gree berween us twa 3 
Say what'l! ye tzi' me wi' her? 
Now, Woer, quo' he, I ha'e na meikle, 
But fic's I ha'e ye's get a Pickle, With 4 fal, xc. 


A Kilfu' of Corn III gi'e to thee, 
„ Kc. Three Soums of Sheep, twa good Milk Ky, 
: Ve's ha'e the Wadding Dinner free: 
Troth I dow do na mair. 
Costent, quo he, a Bargain be't, 
I'm far frac Hame, make Haſte let's do't. With, &c. 
The Bridal Day it came to paſs, 
be. We mony a blythſome Lad and Laſs; 
But ficken a Day there never was, 
Sic Mirth was never ſeen. 
This winſome Couple ftraked Hands, 
Melts bn ty d up "ike Ms Beads, With, &c. 
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And our Bride's Maidens were na ſew, 
Wi Tap-Knots, Lug-Knots, a“ in bl-w, 
Frae Tap to Tae they were braw new, 
And blinkit bonnilie. 
Their Toys and Matches were ſae clean, 
They glanced in cur Lads's Een, Mtb a fal, &t. 
Sic Hirdum, Dirdum, and fic Din, 
Wi he o'er her, and ſhe o'er him; 
The Minttrels they did never bin, 
Wi” meikle Mirth and Glee. 
And ay they bobit, and ay they beckt, 
And ay their Wames together met, Micb a fal, & c. 


Soxc XLV. The Highland Zoſfhe, 


HE Leawlard Maidi gang trig and fixe, 
But aft they" re ſæur and unco ſuw)y ; 
Sae proud, they newer can be In 
Like my gerd bumour'd Highland Leoffie. 
O my bony, bony Highland Lufſſie, 
My hearty ſmiling Highland La ſſie, 
May never Care make thee leſs fair, 
But Bloom of Youth till bleſs my Laff. 
Than ony Laſs in Burrus- Ttaun, 
Wha mak their Checks woith Patches motic, 
TA tak my Katie but a Cœcun, 
Bare-focted in ber little Coatie, O my bony, Sr. 
Beneath the Brier er Brecken Buſh, 
When e er I kiſs and court my Dautie; 
Hoppy and blyth as ane wad wiſh, 
by flightere: Heart gangs pitty patty. O my, &. 
O'er bizoeſt beathey Hills I' flen 
With — G2 and Fade tenty; 
To drive the Deer cut of their Den, | 
To feaſt my Laſs on Diſhes dainty. O my bony, &. 
There's nane ſhall dare by Deed or Word 
"Gainſt ber to cuag a Tongue cor Finger, 
Wile I can weil my truſty Sworrd, | 
Or frae my Side whisk cut a Whinger, O my ;- 
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The Mountains clad with Purple Bloom, 

And Berries ripe, invite my Treaſure 
To range with me, let great Foot plecm, 

While Wealth and Pride confound their Pleaſure, 
O my bony, bony Highland Lathe, 
My lovely ſmiling Highland Laſſie, 
May never Care make thee lefs fair, 


But Bloom of Youth fill bleſs my Laſſie. 


Sono XLVI. She raiſe and loot me in. 


HE Night her f1-nt Sable wore, 
And gloomy wer- the Skies; 

Or glitt'cing Stars 2ppear'd no more 
Than thoſe in Ns Eycs 

When at her Father's Vite he knock'd, 
Where I had often been, 

She ſhrowded only, with her Smock, 
Aroſe and loot me in. 


Fast lock'd within her cloſe Embrace, 
She tremblimg ſtood aſham'd; 

Her ſwellieg Breaſt and glowing Face, 
And every Touch enfl:m'd. 

My eager Paſſion I obey d, 
Reſolv'd the Fort to win ; 

And her fond Heart was ſoon b-tray'd 
To yield and let me in. 

Then, then, beyond expreſſing, 
Tranſporting was the Joy ; 

I knew no greater Bleſſing, 
So bleſt a Mia was I. 

And ſhe, all raviſh'd with Delight, 
Bid me oft come again ; 

And kindly vow'd that ev'cy Night 
She'd riſe and let me in. 

But ah! at laſt ſhe prov'd with Bairn, 
And fighing fat and dull, 

And I that was as much concern'd, 


Lock d e en juſt like a Foal, 
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Mer lovely Eyes with Tears ran o'er, 63M 
Repenting her raſh Sin : | 
She figh'd ard curs'd the fatal Hour, T 

Thot e er ſhe loot me in. 
But who would cruelly deceive, Su 
Or from ſuch Beauty part : St 
I lov'd her fo I could not leave F; 


The Charmer of my Heart; 

But wedded and conccal' d our Crime: 
Thus all was well again, 

And now the tharks the happy Time 
That e'er ſhe loot me in, 


Soxc XL VII. Peggy, I muſt lode thee. | 


S from a Rock paſt all Relief, 
The Shipwrackt Cælin ſpying 
His native Soil, o' ercame with Grief, 
Half ſunk in Waves, and dying : 
With the next Morning Sun ke ſpics ; 
A Ship, which gives unhop'd Surpriſe ; 
New Life ſprings up, he lifts his Eyes 
With Joy, and waits her Motion. 
So when by her whom long I lov'd, 
I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 
Low with Deſpair my Spirits mov'd, 
To be for ever parted : 
Thus droopt I, till diviner Grace 
I found in Peggy's Mird and Face; 
Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, 
But Vertue more engaging. 


Then now fince happily I ve hit, 
Fl! have no more d:loying ; 
Let Beauty yield to manly Wit, 
We loie curſelves in ſtaying: 
Ju haſt dull Courtſhip to a Cloſe, 
Since Marriage can my Fears oppoſe ; 
Why ſhould we happy Minutes loſe, 
Since, Peggy, I muſt love thee ? 
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Men my be fooliſh, if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a Lover's Duty, 

To ſich and ſacrifice their Eaſe, 
Doating on a proud Beauty : 

Such was my Caſe for many a Year, 

Still Hope ſucceeding to my Fear, 

Falſe Betty's Charms now diſappear, 
Since Pegzy's far outſhine them. 


Song XLVIII. The Braes of Yarrow, 


Uk ye, bus ye, my hony bony Bride, 
But ye, butk ye, my winſome Marrow, 
bee. Buk ye, bust ye, my bony bony Bride, 
And let us leave the Braes of Yarrow. 
Were got ye that bony bony Bride, 
got ye t hat winſome Marrcw ? 
I g:t ber where I durſt not well be ſeen, 
Puing the Birks on the Braces of Yarrow. 
We-p not, werp not, my bony bony Bride ? 
Weep not, wverp not, my winſume Marrow, 
Nor let thy Heart [1ment to leave 
 Paing the Birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 
Why does ſbe weep, my beny bony Bride ? 
Why does jhe 9 — Marrow, 
And why dare ye nae mair tuell be ſeen, 
Puing the Birks on the Braes of Yarrow ? 
Lam muſt ſhe weep, lang muſt ſhe, muſt ſhe wwerpy 
Lang muſt ſhe weep with Dole and Sorrw, 
And lang muſt I nar mair well be ſeen, 
Puing the Birks on the Braes of V arrow. 
For ſbe bas tint her Lover, Lover dear, 
Her Lover dear, the Cauſe of Sorrow, 
Ard I have ſlain the cemlieſt Swan, 
That ever pued Birks on the Braes of Yarrow. 
Tn thy Stream, O Yarrow, Yarrow, reid ? 
y on thy Braes heard the Voice of Sorrow ? 
Ard why yon melancholious Weeds, : 
Men Hung on the beny Birks of Yarrow ? M bat: 
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WIT ::*: yender floats on the rueſul ruefut Flaad ? 
What's yonder flats ? © Dole and Sorrow ? 
O nt tbe comely Swwarr: I flew 
en the deleſul Brars of Yarrow. 


W:fh, waſh, O waſh tis Wounds, bis Mundiin Tears, 
His Wounds in Tears of Dole and Sorrow, 

Lind wrap bis Linbs in Miurning Weeds, 
And lay him on the Brars of Yarrow. 


Den build, then bu lu, ye Siſlert, Sifters ſad, 
Ye Siffters ſad, bis Tomb æuith Sorrow. 
Aud weep arcurd, in weful tie, 
His helpleſi Fate nm the Brae: of Yarrow. 
Curſe ye, curſe ye, Lis uſe!:ſt, uſeleſs Shield, 
My Arm that «croug ht the Deed of Serra, 
The fatal Spear that prere'd bis Breaft, 
His comely Breaſt en the Braes of Yarrow. 


Did I not warn thee net to, not to love, 

And warn from Fight ? but to my Sorrow, 
Too rafhly bold, à ſtronger Arm 

Thou met, and fell on the Braes of Yarrow. 


Seveet ſmells the Birk, green grows, green grows the Craſi 
Yellwv on Yarrow's Braces the Geonvan, 

Fair hangs the Ap frae the Rock, 
Sweet the Wave of Yarrow fletvan. 


Flu Yarrow fevect, as fevect, a: ſcuect flu Tweed, 
As Green itt Graſs, its Cowan as yollyw, 

As ſeveet mells on its Braes the Birk, 
The Apple from its Rocks as melliav. 


Fair <vas thy Lowe, fair, fair indeed thy Love, 
In Fli:w'ry Bands thou bim dia fetter; 

Thy" b: «cas fair, ond cvell bh d again, 
Than me he never Vd the better, 


Bust ye, then bust, my bony bony Bride, 
Busk ye, then busk, my winſome Marrow, 
Butk ye, and le me an tle Banks of Tweed, 
And think nae mare on the Braes of Yarrow, 


ce WF ww ww 


S 


eart, 


alt 


(47) 


How can I hu a bory Bride? 
Hu can I bush a winſome Marrow ? 
Hao loe him on the Banks of Tweed, 
Tat flew my Love on the Braes of Y:rrow ? 


0 Yarrow Fields, may never, never Rain, 
Ne Dew thy tender Bloſſoms c:wer, 

Fir there was wilely rilPd my Lowe, 
My Love as be bad net bern 4 Liver. 


The Bor pat on his Robes, 5% Robes of Greer» 
His Purple Veſt, as mine aπ n \oruing 
Ab ! <ore:ched me, I little, litele knew, 
He was in toeſe to meet bis Ruan. 


The Bry tot out bis Milk white, Milk white Steed, 
Interaf | of my Dale ant Sorrow, 

But e're the Teofal of” the Nrgtt, 
I: I a Corps on the Braes of Yarrow, 


Much I r:ynic'd thot wocſul. ⁊uceſul Day, 
I fung my Vice the Mut returning, 

But lang ere Night the Sprar Twas lun 
That jlew my Love, and left me marking. 


What can my barbavous, Barbaren Father do, 
But wwith bis cru Rage purſue me ? 
My Lover's Blond is on thy Spear, 
Hop can t thuu, barbarius Man, then ao me? 


My happy Sifters may be, may Le preud, 
With cruel and ungentie Scaſñi ng, 
May bid me ſerk ef Yarrow's Bracs 
My Lover nailed in his Cn. 


My Brother Douglas may upbraid, 

And flrive with threatning Weird: to meve me, 
My Lover's Blind is on thy Spear, 

Heu canſt theu ever bid me love thee ? 


Yes, yes, prepare the Bed, the Bed of Love, 
Vitb Bridal Sheets: my Boay cover, 
Unhar, ye Bridal Muids, the Dey, 
Let in the expected Hujhund Liver, 
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But who the expected Huſband, Huſband is P 
His Hends, methink are bath'd in Slaughter, 
Ab me ! ! what ghaſily Spectre's yon, 
Comes, in bis pale Shroud, bleeding after : 
Pale as be is, bere lay bim, lay bim down, 
O lay his cold Head on my 14 ; ' 
Take aff, take aff theſe Bridal Weeds, 
crown my careſul Head with Willow ! 


Pale tho" thou art, yet beft, yet beſt belew'd, 
O could my Warmth to LE, reftore thee ! 
Yet he all Ni be between my Breaſts ; 
No Youth lay ever there G. fare thee, 


Pale indeed, O lovely, lovely Youth ! 
2 forgive ſo frul a Slaughter, 
ak all Night between my Breaſts, 

" Youth ſpall ever lie there after. 


Return, return, O mournful, mournful Bride, 
Return and dry thy uſeleſs Sorrotu, 

Thy Lover heed: neught of thy Sighs, 
He lies a Corps in the Braces of Yazrow. 


Sono XLIX. The Deceiver. 


W Ith tuneful Pipe and merry Glee, 

Young Fecky won my Heart; 

A blyther Loon you ne er did ſee, 
All Beauty without Art : 

His foothing Tale did foon preyail, 
To gain my fond Belief : 

But now the Swain roves o'er the Plain, 
And leaves me full of Grief, Oo˙ 


Young Femmy courts with artful Song, Iv 
But few regard his Moan ; T 
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He dail ing, cp + york we 0 
Till he does all obtain, 
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But ſoon as he hath gain'd the Bliſs, 
Away the Loon does run; 
And hardly will afford a Kiſs, 
To filly me undone. 
Bony Molly, Maggy, Dolly, 
Avoid my roving Swain; 
His wily Tongue, be fure you ſhun, 
Left you like me complain, 


Sone L. The Banks of Forth. 


E Silvan Powers that rule the Plain, 
Where fweetly winding Fartha glides ; 
Conduct me to her Banks again | 
Since there my charming Molly bides. 
Theſe Banks that breathe their vernal Sweets, 
Where every ſmiling Beauty meets ; 
Where Molly's Charms adorn the Plain, 
And chear the Heart of every Swain. 


Thrice happy were theſe Golden Days, 
When I, amid the rural Throng. 
On Fortba's Meadows breath d my Lays, 
And Mally's Charms were all my Song. 
While the was preſent all were gay, 
No Sorrow did our Mirth allay ; 
We ſung of Pleaſure, ſung of Love, 
And Muſick breath d in every Grove. 
O then ! was I the happieſt Swain, 
No adverſe Fortune marr'd my Joy; 
The Shepherds figh'd for her in vain, 
On me the ſmil'd, to them was coy. 
O'er Fortha's mazy Banks we ftray'd, 
I woo'd, I lov'd the bezuteous Maid; 
The beauteous Maid my Love return'd, 
And both with equal Ardor burn'd. 


Off on the Graſſy Banlc reclin'd, 
Where Forth followed by in Murmurs deep, 
+ It was my happy Chance to find 
The charming MA, lull'd aſleep ; 
| 4 F My 
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My Heart then leap'd with inward BIG, 
I ſoftly Rtoop'd and ſteal'd a Kiſs ; 
She wak' d, ſhe bluſh'd, to chide me fell, 
But ſmil'd as if the lik'd it well. 
Oft in the thick embow'ring Groves, 

Where Birds their Muſick chirp'd aloud, 
Alternately we ſung our Loves, 

And Fortha's fair Meanders view'd. 
The Meadows wore 2 general Smile, 
Love was our Banquet all the while! 
The lovely Proſpect charm'd the Eye, 
To where the Ocean met the Sky. 


Ye filvan Powers, ye rural Gods, 

To whom we Swains our Cares impart ; 
Reſtore me to theſe bleſt Abodes, 

And eaſe, oh ! caſe my loveſick Heart: 
Theſe happy Days again reſtore, 
When Mzcly and I ſhall part no more, 
When ſhe ſhall fill theſe longing Arms, 
And crown my Bliſs with all her Charms. 


SoncG LI. Ranty Tanty. 


ANSY's to the green Mood gane, 
To hear the Lintwbites chatt ring, 
And Willie“: followed ber alane, 
To 12 ber Love by Flatt' ring. 
But all that be could do er ſay, 
Sbe ſnuff d and fneered at him, 
And ay when be began to woe, 
She bade bim mind wha gat bim. 
What ails you at my Dad, quoth be, 
= — bet > Aunty, 
With Craudy Maudy they 7 me, 
Lang-Kail and Ranty Tanty, 
With Bannocks of good Barley- Meal, 
Of that there wat right Plenty, 
Ard chapped Kail butter d fu well, 
And was not that right dainty, 
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my Dach was nae Laird, 
2 7 + ther 3; 


any, 
He bad « Houſe, a Kail Tard, 
A Ho" H a Pant 
A good blue on bis Heal, 
1 bis Cragie, 
wnto the Day be dy d, 
* en good Shanks Nagie. 


Then Nanſy twrn"d ber round about, 
With Diſdain and Scarn; 
Had Willie be out about, 
Als be had been forlorn. 
Now wae and wander on your Sncut 
Would you bawve borny Nanſy, 
at compare yourſelf to me 


Go gane, Gib Glaiks, 7 
ha Gibbler 's worth = 53 


Or that I fear you'll year Pakes, 
Go give — Net 2 

I heave 8 

They call 
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I feocet as Sugar- Candy. 
New om rpg ud Din, 
Do I not hen your 5: 5 
Im ſure the Chef of all Kin, 
as Rob the Beggar-Randy ? 
Mis Minny Meg upen her Back 
Bare both bim and bis Billy, 


Will ye compare a naſy Pack 
Before your dear Heart Willie. 


My Dady to me A Stuord, 

8722 

I dare declare it upon my Ward 
E is both flaut and trufty, 
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Ard if that I can get it drawn 
cb will be r1 255 uneaſy, 
Fl 542.2 wy Lf in Pawn, 


Zig. bim @ Hh. 
Lie but a Coward Thief, 


ey by can tell bim, | 

12 > ed Rock fbe beat h Beef, 1 
And ſwore that ſhe wund fall bim. 

And be lay blirting like a Sheep, ; 
Confeſs'd be wa a Falter, | 
And unto ber did chirm and 

And crawed Pardon at ber. 6. 


Then Nanſy turn to me, 
47% . be, 
thy Speec a” 
And * more ciel, f 
Let 


prove 
le Sandy get bim 
court bit auld Coal- Maggie, 
With all bis Duds bang o er his Drone, 
But nought about his Craigie, 
S our ex haee gg | | 
Say ng, did Sandy hear you, 
You would not miſs to get @ Chat, 
I know he doth mot ſear 
Then beld your Tongue, a no more, 
1 72 


ancy, 
For T Loy 7 2 the for 
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SoncG LII. Pinky Hou ſe. 


A Sylvia in a Foreſt lay 
| To vent her Waes alone, 


Her Swain Sy[vander paſs'd that Way, 
And heard her dying Moan. 


Ah! is my Love, faid the, to you, 
So worthleſs, and ſo vain ? 

Why is your wonted Fondneſs now 
Converted to Diſdain ? 


(53) 


You vow'd the Light ſhou'd Darkneſs turn, 
E'er you'd exchange your Love ? 
In Shades let now Creation mourn, . 
Sytvander faitbleſs proves. 
Was it for this I Credit gave 
To every Oath you ſwore ? 
But, ab I find they moſt deceive, 
Who moſt our Charms adore. 
"Tis plain your Drift was all Deceit, 
| E e Mankind: 
Abs! I fee it — but, too late 
My Love has made me blind. 


What Cauſe, Syvander, have I giv'n 


And hugg d you into Hate. 
For you, delighted, I could die : 
But, ah! with Grief I'm fill'd, 
To think poor cred' la us conftant I 
Should by your Scorn be kill'd. 
But what avails my fa# Complaints, 
While you my Cauſe neglect 
My wailing inward Sorrow vents, 
Without the wiſh'd Effect 
This ſaid, all breathleſs, fick and pale, 
Her Head upon her Hand, 
She found her vital Spirits fail, 
Her Senſes at a Stand. 
S;lvander now begins to melt, 
But e*er the Word was giv'n, 
The heavy Hand of Death ſhe felt, 
And ſigh'd her Soul to Heav'n. 


Sonc LIII. The Little Brown Thing. 
E Nympbs and ye Swains, that adorn the gay 


Plains, 


C. ne liften & while ta my ſorrewful Strains 
F 3 
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Ob bear me with Pity, no Trifle I fing, 
Of no leſs a Loſs than my Little Brun Thing. 


As at Cards with my Friends I play d tother Day, For 
To baniſh dull Vapours, and drive Car: away, 1 
Toung Colin, as brick as the Burds in the Spring, Anc 
Was playing all the while with my little Brown Thing. * 

I dream d 4 no Miſchief, but let him enjoy 
His innocent Fancy and with my Toy, 

But I found when bis was left to its Seving, 
He <vould baue mare than have play'd with my Little 1 
Brown Thing. By 


He was ſmiling at ſomething, Ia chat it wvas ? 
He anſwer d, with a Smile, that I wwas the Cauſe ; | 
He ſwore, be bad rather, than call bimfelf King, 

Have play d all the Night with my Little Brown | 
Thi 


However, ſaid be, if on Terms you will treat, 
Be kind, and I'll fall like a Lamb at your Feet ; 
Ob! ob ! ob! He cry d thus, wwhilft round thee I clny, 
Surrender one Moment thy little Brown Thing. 


1 figh'd, Os cry'd, Nae, but as well might cm- 


He was 17 os obtain 2 2 I deny'd : 
The re of my Story, « fall I fing 
In Wards, bow be raviſs'd my little Brown Thing- 


Son LIV. Gilderoy, . 


E were both born in one Town-End, 
And ſo brought up together: 

I wot we were not ſeven Years old, | 

When we lov'd one another : 

Our Fathers and our Mothers both, 
Of us they had great Joy, 
xpecting ſtill the Marriage- Day 

Tit me and Gilderey. 

My Love he was as brave a Man, 
As ever Scotland bied 
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Deſcended of a Highland Clan, 
But a Catrin to his Trade : 

For Valour he got more Renown, 
Than Hecter did in Troy, 


And every wealthy Rogue and Clown 
Was fear d for Cilderey. 


The Queen of Scots poſſeſſed not, 
That my Love let me want ; 

Both Cows and Ewes to me he brought, 
In Time when they were ſcant : 

All that did honeſtly poſſeſs, 
He only did annoy, 

Who did not duly pay their Ceſs 
To my Love Gilderoy, 


When Gildercy went to the Glen, 
He always chus'd the Fat, 
And in thoſe Days there were not ten 
With him durf bell-the-Cat ; 
Though he had been as Wallace Rout, 
And tall as Dalmaboy, 
He never miſs'd to get a Clout 
From my Love Gilderoy. 


My Love, ſometimes when he lay down, 
Did kiſs me, and why not ? 

And he brought me a Tartan Cow, 
And a skyring Petricoat ; 

A Woman and a Woman's Son 
Had never greater Joy, 

Than we two when we were alone, 
I and my Gilderey. 


At length they catch'd him on a Hill, 
And both his Hands they ty'd, 
Alledging he had done much Ill, 
But Sons of Whores they ly'd. 
Three Gallons of good Uſquebaugh, 
We drank to his laſt Foy, 
Before he went to Edinburgh, 
I mean my Gildercy. 
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To Edinburgh I follow'd faſt, 
But lang e er I came there, 
They had him mounted on a Maſt, 4 
And hanging in the Air; 
His Relicts there were more eſteem d 
Than Scanderberg or Croy, : 
And every one was happy deem'd 
That gaz d on Gilderey. 


4 
Now I muſt ſell my good Beef Stands, N 
I wot they coſt me dear, 
For as long as my true Love liv'd, C 
He fill'd them once a Year ; 
For Beef and Mutton, Veniſon, 
Of what I could deftroy, 4 
But now he hangs above the reſt, 
My handſome Cilderoy. 4 
I 


I ſhall never love a Man again, 
My Heart is now fo fore ; 
My Love ſhall ſtill more ſtrong remain, a 
Till I can love no more: 
Il figh and ſob till my latt Breath, 


When I think on my Joy, 1 
Lamenting ſtill the tragick End | 
Of my Love Cilderoy. 4 
Alas! that e'er ſuch Laws were made, 3 
To hang a Man for Gear, 
Either for ſtealing Cow or Ewe, > 


Or taking Horſe or Mare : 
Had not the Laws a- been fo ſtrict, 
I had not loſt my Joy, 
But now he lodges with 0/4 N..+, 
That hang d my Giiderey. 


Son LV. Atrick Bank:. 


T Atrict Banks, on a Summer Day, L 
At Glooming, when our Flocks come in, 
I fpy'd a Laſhe young and gay, 
Can.e wand.ring thro tl e Naſt her lane: þ 
M7 
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And on the Banks the Birds agree, 
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Heart grew light, I ran, I 
rn 

And there I kiſſed her fou lang, 
For Words they were to no Effect. 


Said I, my Laſſie, wilt thou 
To the Higbland Hills the Earſe to 

And there III give thee both Cow and Eve, 
When we come to the Bridge of Earne : 

There's Meal came in at Leith, n'er faſh, 
And Herrings at the Broomy-Laww ; 

Chear up thy Heart, my loving Laſs, 
There's Gear to win we never faw, 


All Day when we've wrought enough, 
At Ev'n when we fit down to ſpin, 
And when the Sun gangs Weſt the Cleugh, 
And Winter's Froſt and Snow comes in. 
Tu ferew my Drone, and play a Spring, 
Thus the weary Winter Night will end, 
Till the tender Kid and Lamb- time bring 
The pleaſant Summer back again. 


In the Highland Hills and Glens you'll ſee 
The Buck, the Tod, the Maukin run, 


To welcome up the Riſing Sun ; 
At Noon our Flocks ly down to Reſt, 
In May the tender appears, 

And Harveſt anſwers our Requeſt, 
Then never doubt on doleful Fears. 


May all the Gods of Love employ 
Their Art and Skill in pleaſing ther; 
Till fondly ſooth'd with Cupid's Boy, 
To wander up the Brae wi” me, 
We'll love and kiſs as lang's we can, 
And we will merry, merry be ; 
Since that Life it ſelf is but a Span, 
It's a* be ſpent in pleaſing thee. 


R ) | 
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Some LVI. The Piper ef Kilbarchan- 
O R, 


The Epitaph of Habbie Simpſon, L 
Who on his Drone bore bonny Flags ; 
He made his Cheeks as red as Crimſon, 
And bobbed when he blew the Bags. 


{The Original Habbaick.] - 
Nbarchan now may ſay Alace ! 
For ſbe bath loft ber Game and Crace, 1 
oth Trixie and the Maiden Trace, 


But what Remede P 
For no Man can ſupply bis Place, 
| Sen Habbie's dead. . 
New wwha ſhall play the Day it daws, : 
Or bunt up when the Cock be craws ? 
Or wha can for our Kirk-town Cauſe 
Stand us in gf 
On Bag-pipes (new ) no blaws 
25 Habbie s fv l 
Or wha will cauſe our Shearers ? 
Who Twill bend up the Brags of Wer, 
Bring in the Belles or good Play- Mare, 
In Time of Need AA - 
Hab Simpſon could, what ſpear 
. 
So kindly to bis Neighbour neaſt, 
At Beltan and St. Barchan's Feaff, 
He Llew, and then beld up bis Breaft, 


As be were wweid, 
But we need not him , 
For Habbie's 


At Fairs he play d before the Spear - Men, 


All gratbed in therr Gear-Men, 

pot 4 Ling Facks, and Swords ſo clear then, 
Like ony Beed, 

Now Toba ſhall play before ſuch Wer-Men, 
Sen ic s dead ? 


A - 
* 


bh. LS . 


[ 


_ 


As 
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At Clark-Plays wohen be wont to come, 
His Pipe play'd tratling to the Drum, 
Like her of Bees be gart it tum, 

Naw all 2 bis Reed, 
our Pipers may fg dumb 
Habe 4 5 


And at Horſe- Races many a Day, 
Before the Black, the Brown, fs Gray, 
He gart his Pipe when be did play, 

iy Banh hill and threed, 
Now all ſuch Paſtime's quite away 
Sen Blakbie's had. . > 


He counted wat a weild wight Man, 
And fiercely at Foot-ball he ran, 
At Game the Gree be tuan, 
For Pith and Speed, 
The like of Habbie vas ns Man, 
But now he's dead. 


Aud befides bis waliant As, 
At Bridals be wan many Placks, 
He bobbed ay behind Folks Backs, 

And ſhook bis Head, 
Now we want many merry Cracks 
Sen Habbie's dead. 


He woes Conwoyer of the Bride, 
With Kittock hanging at bis Side, 
About the Kirk be thought a Pride, 

The Ring to lead, 5 
But now ſbe may go but a Gui 
Far Habbie dead. 5 


$ 


So wells be keeped bis Decorum, 
And all the Steps of Whip-meg-morum, 
He flew a Man, and ae me for bim, 
And bare the Frad; 
But yet the Man wat hame before bim, 
Ard wes ner dead, 


— 
— 
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when he play d the Laſſes leugh, H 

To ſee bim 1 auld and teugh ; M 

He wan his Pipes beſides Barcleugh, Cc 

Withoutten Dread, i 

Which after wvn bim Gear enough, Al 
But now he's dead. 


Alas, for him my Heart is ſare, 
F, of bis Springs I gat a Share, 
At every Play, Race, Peaſt, and Fair, 
But Guile or Greed, 
W': need not look fer Piping mair, 
Sen Habbie's dead. 


Sowa LVII. The Bob of Dumblane. 


Aſſie, lend me your braw Hemp Heckle, 
And I'll lend you my thripling Kame ; | 4 
For Fainneſs, Deary, I'lV gar ye keckle, ; 
If ye'll go dance the Bb Damblane. 
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Haſte ye, gang to the Ground of your Trunkies, G: 
Busk ye braw and dinna think Shame; H: 
Conſider in time, if leading of Monkies PI 
Be better than dancing the Bos of Dumm lane, Sh 
Be frank my Laſſie, leſt I grow fickle, — 


And take my Word and Offer again, 
Syne ye may chance to repent it mickle, 

Ye did nae accepr of the Bob of Dumblane. 
The Dinner, the Piper, and Prieſt ſhall be ready, 


And I'm grown dowy with lying my lame, C& 
Away then leave baith Minny and Dady, 0 

And try with me the Bob of Dumblane. Th 

Sox LVIII. John Ochiltree. 2 

Oneſt Man Jabn Ochi/tree ; | 

Mine ain auld Fobn Ochiltree, Th 

Wilt chou come o'er the Moor to me, c 

And dance as thou was wont to co. WI 

Aale, alake * I wort te de 0 

O bon, Oben] I wont to de A 


- New wont to do's anvay from mo, 


Freu filly auld hs Ockiitr. - 


Fl 


( 61 ) 
Honeſt Man, Jobn Ochiltree, 
Mine ain auld Fobn Oebiltree ; 
Come anes out oer the Moor to me, 
And do but what thou dow to do. 
Alake, alake ! I dow to do! 
Walaways ! I dew to do! 
To whoſt and birple o'er my Tree, 
My beny Mcor-Powt is a* Imay do, 


Walaways, Jobn Ochiltree, 
For mony a Time I tell'd to thee, 
Thou rade fac faſt by Sea and Land, 
And wadna keep a Bridle Hand; 
© Thou'd tine ——_ [thy fe” wad die, 
My filly auld John Ochs 
ANC. Came to my Arms, my bony Thing, 

And chear me up to bear thee ſing ; 
And tell me o'er a” we hae done, 

For Thoughts maun now my Life ſuſtain. 

Gae thy Ways John Ochiltree : _ 
Hae done, it has nae Sa'r wi' me; 
I'll et the Beaft in thro' the Land, 
She'll may be fa in a better Hand. 
Ev'n fit thou there, and think thy fill, 
For I'll do as I wont to do ſtill. 

Wart to do, &c. 


SonG LIX. Old lang Hine. 


Q Hould old Acquaintance be forgot, 
And never thought upon, 


The Flames of Love extinguiſhed, 
And freely paſt and gone ? | 
Tee . ＋ kind Heart nau grown fo cold, 
In that loving Breaſt of thine, 
That thou can't never once re 
On Old Lang Syne. 
Where are thy Proteflations, 
Of Vows and Oaths, my Dear, 
Thou made to me, and | to thee, 
4 la Regiſter moſt clear ? 
G 


\ 
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Is Faith and Truth fo violate, 
To the immortal Gods Divine, 
That thou can'f never once reflect 
On Old Lang Syne. 


Is't Cupid's Fears, or froſty Cares 
22 thy Sp'rits decay, 
Or is t ſome Object of more Worth, 
That ftole thy Heart away ? 
Or ſome Deſert makes thee neglect 
Him, ſo much once was thine, 
That thou can ſt never once reflect 
On Old Lang Syne. | 

Is't worldly Cares ſo deſperate, 
That makes thee to deſpair ? 

1s't that makes thee exaſperate, 
And makes thee to forbear ? 

If of that thou wert as free as I, 
Thou ſurely ſhould be mine ; 

If this were true, we ſhould renew 


Kind Old Lang Syne, 


But fince that nothing can prevail, 
And all Hope is in vain, 

From theſe rejected Eyes of mine, 
Still Showers of Tears ſhall rain; 

And tho' thou haſt me now forgot, 
Yet I'll continue thine, 

And ne'er forget for to reflect 


If Cer I have a Houſe, my Dear, 


OA 


ron 
* 
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That truly is call'd mine, a "Tis 
And can afford but Country Cheer, B) 

Or ought that's good therein. Sure 
Though thou was Rebel to the King, W 

And beat with Wind and Rain, * 
Aſſure your ſelf a welcome Cueſt, 

Far Old Lang Syne, Top 
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Sone LX. The ſecond Part of Old 
Lang Syne, by Way of Anſwer. 


Y Soul is ravith'd with Delight, 
When you I think upon ; 
All Griefs and Sorrows take their Flight, 
And haſtily are gone: 
The fair Reſemblance of your Face, 
80 fills this Breaſt of mine, 


No Fate can force, nor it diſplace, 


For Old Lang Syne. 


: Since Thoughts of you doth baniſh Grief, 


When I'm from you remov d; 


And if in them I find Relief, 0 


When with fad Cares I'm mov'd; 
How doth your Preſence me affect, 
With Extaſies Divine, 
Eſpecially when I reflect, 
On Old Lang Syne. 
Since thou haft rob'd me of my Heart, 
By thy refiſtleſs Powers, 
Which Madam Nature doth 
To thoſe fair Eyes of yours ; 
With Honour it doth not conſiſt, 
To keep a Slave in Pain, 
Pray let your Reaſon then deſiſt, 
For Old Lang Syne, 


*Tis not my Freedom I do crave, 
By deprecating Pains, 


, 


Bure Liberty he would not have, 


| 
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Who glories in his Chains; 

But this I wiſh the Gods may move, 
That noble Soul of thine, 

To pity, fince thou cannot love, 
Fer Old Lang Syne. 
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So NO LXI. Bhth Jocky. 


LYTH focky. young and | 
Is all 2 Heart"; Delight "ad 


9 — 2 


B 
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*Tis Winter then uitb me; 
But when be tarries bere, 
"Tis Winter all the Tear. 
When I and Jocky met, 
Firſt on the flu ry Dale, 
Right ſweetly be me tret, 
And Lowe was all bis Tale, 
You are the Laſs, ſaid be, 
That flaw my Heart from me; 
O eaſe me of my Pain, 
never ſhaw Diſdain. 
Well can my Jocky kyth 
His Love 2 3 
He made my Heart full blyth 
When be firft ſpake to me. 
His Suit F ill deny'd, 
He hiſs'd, and I co 42 
Sae Jocky promis'd me, 
That be wad faithful be, 
Im glad when Jocky comes, 
Sad when be gangs away ; 
*Tis Night when Jocky glooms, 
But when be ſmiles tis Day. 
When cur Eyes meet, I part, 
I colour, figh, and faint ; 
What Laſs that vad be kind, 
Can better tell ber Mind ? 


Sonc LXII. The Petticoat. S 


BELL, thy Locks Fave pierc'd my Heart, Sa 
I paſs the Day in Pain, 
When Night returns 7 feel the Smart, 1 
And wiſh fer thee in wain, Is 


—_ _—_—— 
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I'm flaring cold, wwhile thou art ware, 
Have Pity and incline, 
Ard grant me for à Hap that charm- 
ing Peticoat of thine. 
raviſh'd Fancy in Amaze 
12 | bo" o'er thy Charms, 
Delufive Dreams ten thouſand Wa 
Preſent thee to my Arms. 
But, waking, think what I endure, 
While cruel you decline 
Theſe Pleaſures that can only cure 
This panting Breaſt of mine. 
I faint, T fail, and wildly rave, 
— = fill x 
The jufl Retward that's due to Love, 
And let true Paſſion die. 
Ob! turn, and let Compaſſion ſeize 
That levely Breaſt of thiuc 
Petticcat to give me Ea ſe, 
If thou and it were mine. 


Sure Heawn bas fitted for Delight 
That beauteous Form of thine, 

And thou'rt to goed its Laws to flight, 
By hind" ring the Deſign. 

May all the Powers of Love ayree, 
At length to make the mine, 

Or loſe my Chains, and ſet me free 
From ev*'ry Charm of thine, 


Sox LXIII. Saw ye not my Maggy? 


4. is out of Faſhion, 
Some do bring a Laſh on, 
I do own the Paſſion, 
Let it antick be: 
Saw ye nat my Maggy, 
Saz ye nt my Maggy, 
Saw ye wt my Mayey, 
Coming o'er the Lee? 
G 3 


Peggy doth di ſcover 
Nought but Charms all over, 
Nature bids me love her, 

That's a Law to me. 
Saw ye not, &c. 


Some for Honour ſtriving, 

Others Intereſt driving, 

All for Eaſe contriving, 
Can ne'er happy be. 

Saw ye not, &c. 


But let ſuch be doing, 
Their Ambition ſhewing, 
a hor" 

egg ſhe pleaſes me. 
Saw ye not, &c. 


She is all contents me, 

That is all torments me, 

But it ne'er repents me, 

I'll her Captive be. 

Saw ye not, Kc. 

Who would leave a Lover, 

To become a Rover, 

No, I'll ne'er give over; 
What can pleaſe but thee, 

Saw ye net, &c. 

In her Charms I'm fainer, 

Than below a Banner, 

In a folemn Manner, 

Could I bonour'd be, 

Saw ye not, &c. 


I'll lye down before her, 
Bleſs, figh, and adore her, 
With faint Looks implore her, 

Till the pity me. 
Sew ye not, &c. 
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Like 2 conſtant Lover, 
O! I'll ne'er give over, 
Till Death takes me from her; 
Then for Love I die, 
Saw ye nt, &c. 


What can I with other, 

Than for aye to love her, 

And pray the Gods to move her 
Here to pity me. 

Saw ye not my Maggy, 

Saw ye not my Maggy, 

Saw ye not my Maggy. 
Coming o'er the Lee. 


So NG LXIV. The Laſs of the Mill. 


T St. Ohyeb's by the Mill, 
There lives a lovely Laſs: 
Oh! had I her Goodwill, 
How gaily Life would paſs ! 
No bold intruding Care 
My Bliſs ſhould e'er annoy ; 
Her Smiles would gild Deſpair, 
And brighten every Joy. 


Like Nature's rural Scene, 


Her artleſs Beauties charm ! 
Like them with Joys ſerene, 

Our wiſhing then warm : 
Her Wit with Sweetneſs crown'd 

Steals every Care away; 

The liſt' ning Swains around, 

Forget the ſhort' ning Day. 
Health, Freedom, Wealth and Eaſe, 

Without her uſeleſs arc; 
She gives them Power to pleaſe, 

And makes them worth our Care, 
Is there, ye Fates! a Blifs 

Reſerv'd my future Share, 
Indulgent, hear my Wiſh, 

And grant it all in her, 


SONO 


( 68 ) 
Sono LXV. The Damſel's Anſwer. 


Dn. obnny*s a Lad fo gay, 
L He's all my Heart's Delight ; | 
He's all my Charms by Day, ? 
And all my Dreams by Night, 
No Riva! ever here, | 
Shall Jobnny's Love moleſt : | 
It's he alone's my Care, 
And dwells within my Breaſt. 


When firſt that we did meet, 
Cupid he play'd his Part; 
Young Fobnny's Kiſſes ſweet 
Soon ſtole into my Heart : 
His blythe and bony Parts, 
His witty gilded Tongue 
Wou d raviſh all the Hearts 
Of Virgins fair and young, 


Well, Johny, fince I find 
That to me you are true, 
For ever I'll be kind, 
And conſtant unto you: | 
Then to the Kirk let's go, | 
Where we'll be fairly wed : ' 
Our Joys will ever flow, 
In the lawful Marriage- Bed. 


Song LXVI. Would you taſte, Sc. 


We” you taſte the Noon tide Air, 
To yon fragrant Bower repair, 
Where woven with the Poplar Bow, 
The Mantling Vine will ſhelter you. 
Drmwn each Side a Fountain flows, 

Tinkling, murmuring, as it goes 
Liebe o'er the MA Ground; 
Sultry Phebu* ſcorching round, 
Round, the languid Herds and Sep 
Streteb'd o'er ſunny Hillechs ſleep, 
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ENGLISH 


LOVE SoNGs. 
Sox I. Ob! how could I venture, &c. 


H! how could I venture to love one like thee; 
Or thou not deſpiſe a pcor Conqueſt like me ? 
Or thou not deſpiſe, Sc. 
On Lords, thy Admirers, could'ſt look with Diſdain, 
And tho I was nothing, yet pity my Pain. 
And tho' I was nothing, Ce. ; 
You ſaid while they teaz'd you with Nonſenſe and Dreſs, 
When real the Paſſion, the Vanity's leſs: 
You ſaw thro' that Silence which others deſpiſe, 
And, while Beaux were talking, read Love in my Eyes. 
Oh! when ſhall I fold you, and kiſs all your Charms, 
Till, fainting with Pleaſure, I die in your Arms; 
Thro' all the wild Tranſports of Extaſy toſt, 
Till, finking together, together we re loſt? | 
Oh! where is the Maid that like thee ne er can cloy, 
Whoſe Wit can enliven the dull Pauſe of Joy ; 
And when the ſhort Tranſports are all at an End, 
From beautiful Miſtreſs, turn ſenſible Friend? 
In vain could I praiſe you, or ftrive to reveal, 
Too nice for Expreſſion, what only we feel; 
In all that you do, in each Look and each Mein, 
The Graces in waiting adorn you unſten. 3 


(70) 

When I ſee you, I love you, but hearing adore, 

I wonder, and think you a Woman no more; 
Till, mad with admiring, I cannot contain, 
And, kiſſing thoſe Lips, you grow Woman again, 
With thee in my Boſom how can I deſpair ? 

I'll gaze on thy Beauty, and look away Care; 
I'll ask thy Advice when with Trouble oppreſt, 
Which never diſpleaſes, yet always is beſt. 


In all that I write I'll thy Judgment require, 

Thy Taſte ſhall correct what thy Love did inſpire ; 
I'll kiſs thee, and preſs thee, till Youth is all o'er, 
And then live on Friendſhip, when Paſſion's no more, 


Sons II. Ye Swains that are, &c. 


E Swains that are courting a Maid, 
Be warn'd and inſtructed by me: 
Tho' ſmall Experience I've had, 
III give you good Counſel and free. 
For Women are changeable Things, 
And ſeldom a Moment the ſame ; 
As Time a Variety brings, 
Their Looks new Humours proclaim, 
Their Looks, Ce. 
But he who in Love would ſucceed, 
And his Miftreſs's Favour obtain, 
* Muſt mind it as ſure as his Creed, 
To make Hay while the Sus is ſerene. 
There's a Seaſon to conquer the Fair, 
And that's when they're merry and gay; 
To catch the Occafion take Care, 
When tis gone, in vain you'll aſſay. 


Sone III. IE SST. 


tnotun, 


Since Wedlocks's ſoft Bondage made ſeſſy my own ! 
So j * K is, ſo eaſy my rf ar * 
Wat Fr is taſteleſs, and Roving is Pain, 

That Freedom is taſteleſs, &c, Thro” 


Obi bas my Time been! what Days have I 
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Toro Walks, grown with Weod-bines, as often wer 
ray, 

a > our Boys and Girls frolick and play; 

Po pleaſing tbeir Sport is, the Munten may ſer, 

They borrow their Looks from my Jelly and me. 
They borrow, Cc. 

7e try ber ſweet Temper pour. onto rag 

In Revels all mp with the Nymphs of the Green : 

Tha? = 1 my _— e, my Doubts ſhe beguiles, 
And meets me at N:ght with Compliance and Smiles. 
And meets me at Night, Sc. 

What tho" on ber Cheeks the Roſe hoſes its Hue, 

Her Eaſe and g:od Humour bloom all the Year thro" * 

Time fill, as be flies, adds Increaſe to her Truth, 

And gives to her Mind what be ſteals from ber Yauth, 
End gives to her Mind, Sc. 


Ye: Shepherds „ wh: make Love to inſnare 
And cbeat 2 the too credulous Fair 
In ſearch of true Pleaſure, bow wainly you roam ? 


To beld it for Life, find it ar Hane. 
To hold it for 1 » Co 


SoxnG IV. Jove, when be ſaw, &c. 


OE, when he faw my Fanny's Face, 
'F With wond rous Paſhon mov d, 


Forgot the Care of Human Race, 
And felt at lat he lov'd, 
And felt at laſt he lov'd: 


Then to the God of ſoft Deſire 
His Suit he thus addreft : 

I Fanny love with mutual Fire, 
O touch her tender Breaſt ! 

I Fan love with mutual Fire, 
O touch her tender Breaft ! 


(72) 
He graſp'd the Bolt, he ſhook the Springs | 
Of his imperial Throne ; { 
While Cupid wav'd his roſy Wings, . 
And in a Breath Was gone. | 
While Cupid, &c. 
O'er Earth and Seas the Godhead flew, 
But ſtill no Shelter found ; | 
For as he fled his Danger grew, | 
And Lightnings flaſh'd around. | 
And Lightrings, &c. 
At laft his trembling Fear impells 
His Flight to Fanny's Eyes: 
Where happy, fafe, and pleas'd he dwells, 
Nor minds his native Skies. 
Where bay, &c. 


SoN G V. Colin and Phoebe. 


He. DE fill o ye Winds, and attentive ye Swvarms, 
In Phœbe invites and replies to my Strains « » 
The Sun never roſe on, ſearch all the World thro", - | 
A Shepherd ſo bieſt, or a fair One ſo true, { 
A Shepherd ſo. bleft, or a fair One fo true. | 
She. Glide fo Streams, O round me thrangy 
*Trs —— and . 1 : | 
Search all the World over, you never can find, 
| A Maiden ſo bleft, or a Shepherd ſo kind, ; 
A 7 Co 
"Tis Love, like the Sun, that gives Light to the Year, 
The 22 of Bleſſings that Life can endear : 
Our Pleaſures it brightens, drives Sorrow away, 
Grues Foy to the Night, and enlivens the Day, | 
Gives Joy to the Night, and enſivens the Day. | 
He. With Phabe befide me, the Seaſons bow gay! © 
And Winter's bleak Months are as pleaſant as May; 
The Summer's gay Verdure fill ſprings as jhe treads, 
And Linnets and N:3btungales fg thro" the Meads, 
And Linnets, Sc. be 


— 


2 
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She. When Collin i: „ "tis Winter all round, 


How faint is the Sunſhine, bow barren the Ground! 
of the Linnets and Nightingales Song, 
I bear the boarſe Raven croak all the Night lang 
I hear the hoarſe Raven, @c. 


(Here the Chorus.) 


He. O'er Hill, Dale, and Pully, my Phabe and I 
Together will wander, ani Love ſhall be by; 
Her Collin all guard ber ſafe all the ling Day, 
And Phabe at Nighe all bis Pains ſhall repay, 
And Pheabe, &c, 


She. By Mzon-light , when Shadows glide over the Plaing 

His Kiſſes ſhall chear me, bus Arms ſhall ſuſtain 
The dark baunted Grove I can trace wwithout Fear, 

And ſlezp in a Cottage if Colin is near, 

And l:ep, Cc. | 
(Here the Chorus.) 

He. Ye: Shepherds that wanton it over the Plain, 

How fleeting your Tranſports, boxw laſting your Pain Þ 
Inconflancy ſhun, and reward the hind ſbe, 

And learn to be happy from Phabe and me, 

And learn to be, &c. 


She, Ye Nymphs tubo the Pleaſures of Love never try* 
Attend ta my Strains, and take 2 1 your Guides * 
Tur Hearts keep from Pride and Inconſtancy free, 


And learn to be happy from Collin and me, 
And learn to be, &c, 


SoxnG VI. I/hen mighty Sol, Sc. 


Wee mighty Sal, at Noon of Day, 
With ſultry Beams began to play, 
I wander'd thro' a verdant Glade, | 
Seeking the moſt obliging Shade, 

Secking, &c. 
Where on an eaſy Mofs reclin'd, 
I Cake flceping chaxc's to mm 


(74) 
he Tiers smbitious ſeem d to be, 
With meeting Arms, her Canopy; 
A Brook hard by did ſoftiy creep, 


if it fear'd to break her Sleep, N 
" As if it fear'd, &c. | w= 
Whoſe Streams tranſparent ſmooth and clear, EY 
Of her chaſte Mind, the Emblems were. | 
A Sight ſo charming that the Sun | Reſo 
Might ſtop a while to gaze upon. | Be 
Down by the Nymph myſelf I laid, | But 
And did at lenzth myieli perſuade, 1 2 
And did, &c. | * 
Po ſteal a Kiſs and win the Gloves, ** 
4 nd who my Baldneſs difapproves ? T 
: | 
Song VI. If you my wand'ring, & © 
F you my wand ring Heart wou! find, 
T hat Heart you fay is like the Wind, TT 
Which varies here, and wanders there, 
To every Nymph that's kind and fair ; " But « 
T fay if you this Heart would find, 
Turn to your own inconſtant Mind; | | | 
If e'er it wanders, tis to be By tt 
In Wand'ring conftantly with thee, ' Nee ; 
How can it ſettle when you fly, T 
And ſhun this taithful Votary ? ' Hind, 
A Nymph that's fair, it oft doth find, g 
But never yet the Nymph that's kind. Bur 1 
If you would fix this wand'riag Heart, And | 
2 it. with y urs, twill ne er depart ; The 2 
t in the Pangs of Death will prove, 


It wander'd but to fix your Love. 


i N kil, 

Sox VII. Too plain, dear Youth, &gg, . 
OO plain, dear Youth, thoſe tell tale Eyes * Aber 
A willing Heart declare; EY - 


for Love s Sake, let it fy 

2 reigo triumphant i fe, ; 
Forhear your utmoſt Power to try; 

Nor farther urge your Sway 
' Prefs not for what I muſt deny, 
For fear I ſhould obey, 
| For Fear I ſhould obey. 
' Reſolve not then to do an I, 
| Becauſe perhaps you may; 


But rather interpoſe your Skill, 
To fave me than betray» 


| Be you yourſelf my Virtus s Guard, 
Defend, and not purſue ; 

Since tis a Task for me too hard 
To firive with Love and you, 

| To firive with Love and yen. 


Son VIII. For @ Shape, &c. 


DoE Shape and a Bloom, for an Air and « N, 
Fg war riod 9 of all the gay Green 
ut artfully wild, as 


| Teeſe ber Beauty invited, ber N would 
Thoſe ber Beauty, Ce. 
| By the Flocks as 'd with the Nympbs of the Pale; 
\ Nee a pt png to beay br: ef Tale ;; 
The' fatal the Paſſion, Se laugh d at the Swain, 


Aud return'd with Negle# what foe beard with Diſdain; 
And return'd, O. i 


But Beauty has Wings, and toe haſtily flies 
And 1 don ſickens and 727 3 
The Nymph cur'd by Time of ber Fel. 

Now fighs in hey Tin fr . 

Now fighs in, &c. 


o longer ſhe frolicks it wide 282 
Enn i 6 ing Swain ; 
bumbled ber Pride is, ſi 'd ber Mind, 
bat tho 2 all Wendt be kind, 
2 
SONG 


8 


PC 


SoNnc IX. Spring renewing, &c. 


88 renewing all Things gay, 
Nature's Dictates all obey; 
In each Creature we may ſee 
The Effect of Love's Decree. 
Thus their State, ſuch their Fate, 
Do not Polly ſtay too late. 
Do not Polly ay too late, 


Look around and ſee them play, 
All are wanton while they may; 
Why ſhould precious Time be leſt ? . 
After Summer comes a Froſt. 

All purſue Nature's Due, 

Let us, Polly, do ſo too. 

Let us Polly, do þo tos. 


Mark how kind that Swain and Laſs, 
Yonder fitting on the Graſs ; 
See how earneſtly he fues, 
Whilſt the bluſhing can't refuſe : 
See yon too, how they woo, 
Let us, Polly, do fo too. 
Let us Polly, do ſo too. 


Mark that Cloud above the Plain, 
See it ſeems to threaten Rain ; 
Herds and Flocks do run together, 
Seeking Shelter from the Weather, 
Fear not you, I'll be true, 
Therefore let us do ſo too, 
Therefere let us do ſo too. 


Sonc X. The Be 
O hea! the Smart a Bee had made 


Upon my Chke's Face, 
Honey upon her Cheeks the hid, 
And bid me kiſs the Place, 
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Pas d, I d, and from the Wound, 
Imbib' d ſweet and ſmart: 
The Honey on my Lips I found, 
The Sting within my Heart. 


SoNO XI. PE GG. 


NC E more I'll tune the vocal Shell, 
To Hills and Dales my Paſſion tell, 

A Flame which Time «an never quell, 

But burns for thee, my Peggy. 
You greater Bards the Lyre ſhould hit, 
For ſay what Subject is more fit, 
Than to record the ſparkling Wit, 

And Bloom of lovely Peggy ? 
The Sun firſt riſing in the Morn, - 
That paints the dew-beſpangled Thorn, 
Does not ſo much the Day adorn, 

As does my lovely Peggy. 
And when in Tetris Lap to reſt, | 
He ſtreaks with Gold the ruddy Weſt, 
She's not ſo beauteous, 2s undre 

Appears my lovely Peggy. 
When Zephyrs on the Violet blows; 
Or breathes upon the damask Roſe, 
It does not half the Sweets diſcloſe, 

As does my lovely Peggy. 


I ftole a Kiſs the other Day, 


And (truſt me) none but Truth I ſay, 
The Fragrance of the blooming May 
Is not fo ſweet as Peggy. 


Were ſhe array d in ruſtic Weed, 


With her the bleating Flocks I'd feed; 


And pipe upon the oaten Reed, 


To pleale my lovely Peggy. 
With her a Cottage would delight, 
AlPs happy when ſhe's in my Sight, 
But when ſhe's gone 'tis endleſs Night, 
All's dark without my . 
| 1 3 


While Bees from Flower to Flower do rove, 
And Linnets warble thro' the Grove 

Or ſtately Swans the Waters love 

So long ſhall I love Peggy. 

And, when Death, with his painted Dart, 
Shall frike the Blow that riv-s my Heart, 
My Words ſhall be when I depart, 

Adieu my lovely Peggy. 


Son XII. Hark, bark, &c. 


He. IR K, kart, o'er the Plains, bow the merry 
Bells ri, 
Aſttep e bile wy Charmer is laid, Aﬀery, &c. | 
The Village is up, and the Day's on the Wing, | 
And Phill. may yet die a Maid, my poor Girl, | 
And Phillis ray yet die a Mad, my poor Girl, | 
And Phi/l;; may yet die a Mad. 
She. T:s hardty yet Day, and I cannot away ;' 
O Damon, P 4 ad afraid ; 
To-morr:w, my Dear, Tl to Church without Fray, 
But kt me To-mpgbt lie a Maid, a 
My Deu By, Se. 
He. The Frid midi are met, and Mamma's on the. Pu, 
All, all my coy Fhil s wpbrard ; | 
By Miduight ! my Dear ſhall be cad of ber Fear, 
Nor grieve foe's no longer a Maid, 
My dear Girl, Sc. 
She. Dear Shepterd ferbear, and To-morrow I mar, 
To- morrewo Il] ::t be afraid; 
T oper: ebe Docr, ard deny you no morc, | 
Ner cry to tie lnger a Maid, | 
My dear Boy, Ec. 
He. No, no, 'hillis no, en thy Ben of Snow, 
7 N call your Sh pherd be 111d ; | 
aſt ro in ny Arms, yu (hall yield u arms, 
Nor roi to diu 2 a Maid 2 f 
My dear Girl, &c. 


Den the Decor, a4 unbolted before 
W — bis Bliſs, that delay d oo 4 
To Church let us yo, ard if there I ſay no 

O then let me þ gr ld Maid, joy =, 

My dear Bey, Sc. 
DUET a CHORUS, 

Away then, away, and to Love pire the D 

7. Nymp hi, ke Example par oh 4 "0 
Let Rrauty be tim'd, when the Swain's in the Mind, 

"Tis forlifh en die an old Mii, my dear Girl, 

"Ts tooliſh to die an old Maid. 


So XIII. Yes, Pm in Love, &c. 


ES, I'm in Love, I feel it nw, 
V And Celia has undone me; 
And yet, | wear, I can't tell how, 
Tue p eaſag Plague ſtole on me. 
*Tis not her Fece that Love creates, 
For there no Graces revel ; 
"Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates, 
*Tis not her Shape, for there the Fates, 
Have tather been uncivil, 
Have rather been uncivil. 


»Tis not her Air, for ſure in that 
There's nothing more than common; 
And all her Senſe is only Chat, 
Like any other Woman. 
Her Voice, her Touch, might give th' A'arm, 
"Tis both, perhaps, or neither; 
In ſhort, tis that provoking Charm 
Ot Cera all together. 


SoN XIV. The Boy and Bird. 


HE Boy thus of a Bird poſſet, 
At firſt how great his Jovs, 
He frok-s it (oft, and in his Break 
The little Favourite lies. 


* 
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But ſoon as grown to riper Age 
The Paſſion quits his Mind ; 

He hangs it up in ſome cold Cage, 
Neglected and confin'd. 


SonG XV. Sweet, if you love me, 


A Two-Part Song. 


WEET, if you love me, ſmiling turn, 
Smiling turn, ſmiling turn, 
Sweet, Ec. | 
Ah let me taſte a thouſand Sips, 
From thoſe dear balmy ruby Lips, 
And gently flip into thy — 
Smiling turn, ſmiling turn, 
And gently ſlip into thy Favour. 
She, Pray now give o'er, you court in vain; 
Pray give o'er, pray give o'er, 
Pray now, Sc. 
And yet ſo warm was ev'ry Kiſs, 
An Earneſt of ſuch future Bliſs, 
I fear at laſt he'll — 
Pray be gone — pray now ſtay, 
I fear at laſt he Il gain my Favour. 


He, Thus let me preſs thee cloſe, my Dear, 
Cloſe, my Dear, cloſe, my Dear, 
Thus let me, &c. 
Sbe, Fie, now ye make me bluſh, I ſwear, 
Fie for Shame, fie for Shame, 
Fie now, &c. 
He, Ah! do not frown upon me now, 
She, I feel 'm growing kind I vow. 
He, Since you this kind Embrace allow, 
Ske, O dear he has ſo mov'd me now, 
He, O let me flip into thy — 
She, 1 fear he'll lip into my — 


He, 


to 


ON 
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He, Kiſs my Dear, 

Sbe, Fie for Shame. 
He, And let me ſlip into thy Favour, 
Se, I fear he'll flip into my Favour, 
Together. 


; ; — 


„% So NG XVI. Tranſported with, &c. 


Ranſported with Pleaſure 
I grze on my Treaſure 
And raviſh my Sight ; 
While ſhe guly imiling, 
My Anguith beguiling, 
Augments my Deliglit, 
How bleſt is a Lover 
Whoſe Torments are over, 
His Fears and his Pain ; 
When Beauty relenting 
Repays with conſenting, 
Her Scorn and Diſdain. 


Sonc XVII. Sweet are the Charms, &c. 


| WEET are the the Charms of her I love, 
| Mere fragrant than the damazk Roſe, 
Soft as ebe Devon of Turtle Dove, 
Gentle as Wirds when Zephyr hu, 
Refreſping as d. ending Rams 
To Sun-burrt Climes and thirfly Plains, 
True as the Needle to the Pole, 
Or as the Dial es the Sur, 
Conſtant as gliding Waters roll, 
Whoſe ſeuelling Tides obey the Men; 
1 From every other Charmer free, 
My Life and Love ſhall! follow thee. 
The Lani the flat ry Thyme devours, 
The Dam the t Kid purſues, 
Sweet Philomel, in ſhady Beavers, 
| Of werdant Spring, ber Notes renews 3 
Hes All. 
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All follow what they mat admire, 
As I purſue my Soul's Deſire, 


Nature muft change ber beautezus Face, 
And wary as the Seaſons riſe ; 

As Winter to the Spring gives Place, 
Summer the Approach of Autumr flies : 

No change on Love the Seaſons bring, 

Love as knows perpetual Spring. 

Dewourins Time, with ſtealing Pace, 
Makes leſty Oaks and Cedars bow ;; 

And Marble Toxers and Walls of Braſe 
In his rude March he levels low : 

But Time, deſtroying far and wide, 

Love from the Scul can nc er divide, 


Death only with his cruel Dare 
The gentle Godbead can remove, 
And drive bim from the bleeding Heart 
To mingle with the Bg above, 
Where known to all bis kindred Train, 
He finds a laſting Reſt from Pain. 
Love and his Siſter fair the Soul, 
Twin-born from Heaven together came: 
Love will the Univerſe controul, 
When 22 Seaſons boſe their Name; 
Divine s ſhall own bis Power, 
When Time and Death ſhall be no more, 


Son XVIII. Cupid God of, &c. 


PID, God of pleaſing Anguiſh, 
Teach the enamour d Swain to languiſh, 
Teach him fierce Defires to know. 
Heroes would be loſt in Story, 
Did not Love inſpire their Glory, 
Love does all that's great below. 


SONO 


(683) | 
Sons XIX. Whilf I gaze on, &c. 


H:1& I gaze on Cbhe trembling, 
Straight her Eyes my Fate declare; 

When the Smiles I ferr diſſembling, 

When ſhe Frowns I th n deſpair, 
Jealous of f-me rival Lover, 

If a wandering Look ſhe give; 
Fain I would reſolve to leave her, 

But can {ogner cee to live. 


Why ſhould I conceal my Paſſion, | 
Or the Torments I endure ? £2 
I will diſcloſe my Enclination ; 
Awful Diſtance yields no Cure, 
Sure it is not in her Nature, 
T be cruel to her Save; 
She is too divine a Creature 
To deſtroy what the can ſave, 


Happy's he whoſe Inclination 
Warms but with a gentle Heat: 
Never mounts to raging Paſſion, 
Love's a Torment if too great. 
When the Stcrm is once blown over, 
Soon the Occan quict grows; 
B a conſtant faithful Lover 
Seldom meets with true Repoſe. 


SONG XX. The deſpairing Shepherd. 


Lexis ſhunn'd his Fellow Swains, 
Their rural Sports and jocund Strains, 
(Heaven guard us all from Cupid's Bow ;) 
He loſt his Crook, he left his Flocks, 
And wand'ring through the lonely Rocks, 
He nouriſh'd endleſs Woe, 


The Nymphs and Shepherds round him came, 
His Grief ſome pity, others blame; 
The fatal Cauſe all kindly feek ; 


( $4) 


He mingled his Concern with theirs, 
He gave them back their friendly Tears, 
He figh'd ; but could not ſpeak. 


Clerinda came among the reſt, 
And the too kind Concern expreſt, 
And ask'd the Reaſon of his Woe ; | 
She ask'd ; but with an Air and Mein, | 
As made it eaſily foreſeen, 
She fear d too much to know. 


The Shepherd rais d his mournful Head, 

And will you pardon me, he ſaid, | 
While 1 the cruel Truth reveal; 

Which nothing from my Breaſt ſhould tear. 

Which never ſhould offend your Ear, 

But that you bid me tell. 


*Tis thus I rove, tis thus complain, 
Since you appear'd upon the Plain; 
You are the Cauſe of all my Care: 
Your Eyes ten thouſand Dangers dart; 
Ten thouſand Torments vex d my Heart; 
I love, and I deſpair. 


Too much, Alexis, I have heard, | 
"Tis what I thought, tis what 1 fear'd ; | 
And yet I pardon you, ſhe cry d: , 
But you thall promiſe, ne'er again | 
To breathe your Vows, or 2 your Pain, | 
He bow'd, obey'd, and dy d. 


Song XXI. The Shepherd comforted. 


S Cynthia late, within the Grove, 
A Bemoan'd h1s too ſucceſsful Lewe, 
And cas'd, retir'd, bis ſecret Pain. 
The God of Love, who wander'd near, 
Chanc'd h. Cor plaint to overhbear, 
And thus addrejs'd the Swain: 


Riſe, Ji Shepterd, riſe ke cry d. 
It ſeems ou're cuſiiy deny d, 
Becauſe the charming Nyr pb i 1s cf 
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? De Tongue may leavn to ſpeak with Art, 


But ura you know the Fair One's Heart, 
Conſult it in ber Eye! 
"Tis in that Mirren of her Scal, 
The Secrets of ber Heſem roll, 
Reweal'd without Diſguiſe to View + 
For Cynthia, take it jor a Truth, 
Tou only are the fawmr'd Youth, 
And Lydia wes but you ! 


No mere my Altars then upbraid, 

Nor thus inuabe wy needleſs Aid 
Since faithful I bawe dene my Part: 

Thy ton perform Toth like Add: «+, 

Le ſeen ſhall gie d thy Arms to bleſs, 
And give thee all ber Heart ! 


22 ncere- le friendly Cad, 

en 72 alang the ficw'ry Raad, 
The Nymph with langui Beauty mev'sd + 

The Swain with Foy the Moment ſcim d, 

She heard his temier Vetus well pas 4, 
And all bis Vb approv d. 

With grateful Pride and 2 Air, 

T2 Hymen's Shrine he led the Fair ! 
And made the Liſting Bliſs ſecure : 

Le Maids ne mere falſe Coldueſs feign, 

Let faithful Seins no more complain, 
But bald'y ask a Cure 


Song XXI. Bleſt as th'immortal, &c. 


Left as th'immortal Gods is he, 
The Youth that fondly fits by thee, 

And hears and ſees thee all the while 
Softly ſpeak and ſweetly ſmile. 
*T was this bereav'd my Soul of Reft, 
And rais'd ſuch Tumults in my Breaſt ; 
For while I gaz'd in Tranſport toſt, 
My Breath was gone, my * was loſt! 


$ ) 
My Boſom glow's ; the ſubtle Flame 
Ran quick thro' all my vital Frame; 
O'er my dim Eyes a Darknefs hung, 
My Ears with hollow Murmurs rung. 
In dewy Damps my Limbs were chil'd, 
My Blood with gentle Horrors thrill'd, 
My feeble Pulſe forgot to play, 

I fainted, funk, and dy'd away ! 


Sono XXII. Would you taſte, &c. 


Ould you taſte the Noontide A'r, 
To yon fragrant Bower repair, 


Where woven with the Pop'lar Bough, 
The Mantling Vine will thelter you. 
Down each Side a Fountain flows, 
Tinkling, murmuring, as it goes 
Lightly o'er the Moſſy Gre und, 

Sultry Phebus ſcorching round. 


Round, the languid Herds and 
Stretch'd o'er ſunny Hillocks flcep. 
While on the Hyacinth and Roſe 
The Fair does all alone repoſe. 


All alone - and in her Arms | 
Your Breaſt may beat to Love's Alarms, 
*Till bleſs'd and bleſſing you ſhall own 
The Joys of Love are Joys alone. 


SoncG XXIII. Love, thou art, &c. 


Ove, thou art the beſt of human Joys, : 
Our chiefeſt Happineſs below; oY 


All other Pleaſures are but Toys, 
Mufic without thee is but Nuite, 
Beauty but an empty Show. 
Heaven that Knew beſt what Men cou'd move, 
And raiſe his Thoughts above the Brute, 
Said, Let him be, and let him love, 


OT EN A 


That only muſt his Soul improve, 
Howc'er Philoſophers d. ſpute. SON 
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Song XXIV. As I ſaw fair Chloe, &c. 


S I ſaw fair Chloe walk alone, 
Toe feather'd Snow came ſoftly deten, 

Like Jove deſcending from his Torver, 

To court ber in a Silver Shower : 

The wantin Flakes flu to ber Breaſts, 

Az | ttle Biras into their Neft; 

But being over come with Whiteneſs there, 

Per Grief d:ſſo!iw'd into a Tear; 

Thence fl cauing down ber Garments Hem, 

To deck her, froze into a Gem, 


Sox XXV. May the Ambiticus, &c. 


AY the Ambitious ever find 
Succeſs in Crowds and Noiſe, 

While gentle Love does fill my Mind 
With filent real Joys. 

May Knaves and Fools grow rich ard great, 
And all the World think them wile, 

While I lie at my Namy's Feet, 
And all the World deſpiſe. 

Let conquering Kings new Triumphs raiſe, 
And melt in Court Delights : 

Her Eyes can give much brighter Days, 
Her Arms much ſofter Nights. 


Sox XX VI. Selinda's ſures the, &c. 


Y Elinda ſure's the brighteſt Thing, 
That decks the Earth, or breathes our Air; 
Mild are her Looks like opening Spring, 
And like the blooming Summer fair. 


But then her Wit's ſo very ſmall, 


That all her Charms appear to lye, 

Like glaring Colours on a Wall, ? 

And ſtrike no * the Eye. 
2 
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Our Eyes luxuriouſly ſhe treats, 
Our Ears are abſent from the Feaſt, 
One Senſe is ſurfeited with Sweets, 
Starv'd or diſguſted are the reſt. 


So have I ſeen with Aſpect bright, 
And taudry Pride, a Tulip ſwell, 
Blooming and beauteous to the Sight, 

Dull and infipid to the Smell. 


SoxG XX VII. Ye Virgin Powers, &c; 


E virgin Powers, defend my Heart, 
From amorous Looks and Smiles ; 
From ſaucy Love, or nicer Art, 
Which our Sex beguiles. 
From Sighs and Vows, and awful Fears, 
That do to pity move ; 
From ſpeaking Silence, and from Tears 
Thoſe Springs that water Love. 


But if thro' Paſſion I grow blind, 
Let Honour be my Guide ; 

And when frail Nature ſeems inclin'd, 
There place a Guard of Pride. 


An Heart, whoſe Flames are ſeen, tho" pure, 
Needs every Virtue's Aid ; 

And ſhe who thinks berſelf ſecure, 
The ſooneſt is betray d. 


Sons XXVIII. My Goddeſs, &c. 


Y Goddeſs, Lydia, heavenly fair, 
As Lilly feweet, as ſoft as Air, 

Let looſe thy Treſſes, ſpread thy Charms, 

And to my Love groe freſh Alarms. 

O] let me gaz: on theſe bright Eyes, 

The” ſacred Light"ning from them flies; 

Shew me that ſoft, that modeſt Grace, 

Which paints wwith charming Red thy Face. 
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Cie ms Ambroſia in @ Kiſs, 
That I may rival Jove in Bliſt. 
That I may mix my Seul witb thrae, 
And make the Pleaſure all devine, 
o hide ! thy Boſom's killing white, 
(The Milky Way it not ſo bright) 
Left you my rawiſh*d Soul 22 
With Beauty's Pomp, and Exceſs. 

draw'ft thceu from the Purple Flac 
* und Heart the Vital Blood ? 
The art all over endleſs Charms; 
O take me dying to thy Arms, 


Sono XXIX. Why we love, &c. 


HY we love, and why we hate, 
Is not granted us to know : 
Random Chance, or wilful Fate, 
Guides the Shaft from Cup:4"s Bow, 


If on me Zelinda frown, 
"Tis Madneſs all in me to grieve ; 
Since her Will is not her own, 
Why ſhould I uneaſy live? 
It I for Zelinda die, 
Deat to poor M:zz/{a's Cries, 
Ask not me the Reaſon why, 
Seck the Riddle in the Skics, 


Sora XXX. My dear Miſtreſs, &c. 


Y dear Mittreſs has a Heart, 
Sott as theſe kind Looks the gave me, 
When with Love's refiitleſs Art, 
And her Eyes the did enſlave me; 
But her Conftancy's fo weak, 
She's ſo wild and apt to wander, 
That my jealous Heart would break, 
Shuu'd we kve ene Day aſunder. 
| I 3 Me!t- 


Melting Joys about het move, 
Killing Pleaſures, wounding Bliſſes; 
She can dreſs her Eyes in Love, 
And her Lips can arm with Kiſſes: 
Angels liſten when ſhe ſpeaks ; 
She's my Delight, all Mankind's Wonder; 
But my jealous Heart would break, 
Shou'd we live one Day aſunder. 


So qο XXXI. Shall I, waſting, &c. 


Hall I, waſing v De pair, 
Die becauſe a Wiman's farr ? 


Shall my Checks lool pale with Care, 
*Cau 2 anctber s roſy are ? 
fairer than the Day, 

— the flow'ry Meads in May; 

Yet if ſbe think not vll of me, 

What care I bow fair fhe be. 
Shall a Womar's Goodneſs move 
Me to periſh for her Love; 
Or, her worthy Merits knen, 
Make me quite forget my own # 0 0 
Be ſhe wwith that Goodneſs bleſt, 1 
As may merit Name the beſt; q 

Yet if ſhe be not ſuch to me, | 


e 9 » , 


What care I bet pred fþe be. 
Be fhe good, or kind, or fair, 
IT will never more dejatr : , 
y fe ſhe love me, this beli eve, 
will die e er - ſhe ſhall grieve ; « 
flight me Toher I 2v0o, ; 
will ſcorn, and let ber go: 1 
So if ſhe be not fit for me, 


bat care I for whom ſbe be, 


4 ® 


Soo XXXII. Ob! Happy, happy, *r 


H ! happy, happy Grove, 
Witneſs of our tender Love; Oh! 


4 
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Where firſt our ows were made : 


Bluſhing, ſighing, „dying, 

Looks would charm a ; 
A thouſand pretty Things ſhe ſaid, 

And all --- and all was Love : 

But Corinna perjur d proves, 

And forſakes the ſhady Groves; 
When I ſpeak of mutual Joys, 

She knows not what I mean; 
Wanton Glanſes, fond Careſſes, 

Now no more are ſeen, 
Since the falſe deluding Fair 
| Has left the flow'ry Green: ; 
Mourn, ye Nymphs, that ſporting play d. 
| Where poor Strephan was betray'd ; 
There the ſecret Wound the gave, 
When I was made her Slave. 


Sono XXXIII. When bright, &c. 


Hen 5r:ght Aurelia tripe the Plain, 
Hero cheerful then Tere ſeen 
: The Locks of every Jelly Stain, 
That flrove Aurelia Heart to gain, 
| With Gambcls en the Green, 
Their Sports were inmcent and gay, 
Mix: worth a manly Air, 
They'd fing and dance, and pipe and play, 
Each flrove to pleaſe ſome different Way, 
This dear inchanting Fair. 
The ambitious Strife ſhe did admire, 
And equally approve, 
*Till Phaon”s cure Voice and Lyre. 
With ſefteſt Muſic, did inſpire 
Her Soul to generous Love. 
: Their wonted Sports the reſt declia d, 


Their Arts prev d all in wair: ;; 
8 &c. Aurelia's conjt.::: now they find. x 
Te more they languiſh and repin'd 
Oh! The mere ſbe loves the Swain. SONG 
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Sox XXXIV. Belinda, with, _ 


Elinda, with affected Mein, 
Tries all the Power of Art 
Yet finds her Efforts all in vain, 
To gain a fingle Heart : 
Whilft Chlee, in a different Way, 
Is but herſelf to pleaſe, 
And makes new Conqueſts every Day, 
Without one borrew'd Grace, 


B+linla's haughty Air deſtroys 
What native Charms inſpire ; 
While Chlie's artleſs ſhining Eyes 
Set all the World on Fire: 
Belinda may our Pity move 
But Chl gives us Pain, 
And while ſhe ſmiles us into love, 
Her Siſter trowns in vain. 


So, XXXV. IVhile filently I, Sc. 


Hile filently I lov'd, nor dar'd, 
'- To tel! my Crime aloud, 
The Influence of your Smiles I har'd, 
In common with the Crcud. 


But when I once my Flame expreſt, 
In Hopes to eale my Pain, 

You ſingl'd me out from all the reft, 
The Mark of your Diſdain. 


If thus, Corinna, you ſhall frown 
On all that do adore, 

Then a'l Mankind muſt be undone, 
Or you muſt {mile no more. 


SonG XXXVI. Wie alt to, &c. 


N E all to conquering Beauty bow, 
Irs pleofirg Power admire ; 


Put I neber bi a Face till naw, 
That "Gs #uK" year's in pire: 


Now 
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I may fay, 3 C 25 ) 
, # meek wir one 
3 Mankind ; 3 


Ard, like Men gazing on the Sun, 


With too much Light are blind, 
Soft, as the t nder moving Sigbs, 

When longing Lowers meet. 
Like the diwining Prophets, wwiſe x 


Like new blown Roſes, ; 


Modeſt, yet gay: reſerv d, yet free 3 
Each happy Night a Bride; 


A Mein lite awful Majeſty, 
Ani yet no Spark of Pride, 
The Patriarch tc win a Wife, 
Chaſt, beautiful, and young, 
oy 4 iy" Years a Sat Life, 
| newer thought it lang: 
Ab ! Tere you to reward ſuch Care, 
And Life ſo long would ftay 
Net fourteen, but four 212 Tat, 


_ Would jeem but as one Day. 


8 onG XXXVII. The Compariſon. 


a _ — — — — 2 


Tella and Flavia, ev'ry Hour, 
Do various Hearts ſurprize ; 
In Stella's Soul lies all her Pow'r, 
And Flawia's in her Eyes! 
Like Britain's Monarch Stella reigns 
O'er cultivated Lands 
Like Eaſtern Tyrants Flavia deigns, 
To rule o'er barren Sands. 
More boundleſs Flawia's Conqueſts are, 
And Stella's more conſin d; 
All can diſcern a Face that's fair, 
But few a beauteous Mind ! 
Then boaft, vain Flavia! boaſt thy Face, 
Thy Beauty's ſlender Store 
Thy Charms will every Day decreaſe, 
Each Day gives Stella more. 


SONG 
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Sonc XXXVIII The Indifferent. 


Ature ſo tender to Chloe has ſhown, | 
She ne'er can ſutrender a Heart ſhe has won z 

Such is her Behaviour, To wiſe is her Aim, 
That none boaſt her Favour, nor any complain. 
O could I move her! 

My Chains eaſy grown, 
Shou'd ſerve her gay Lover, 

To ſhew I'm her own : 
Or were ſhe but cruel ! 

I Freedom might find; 
But oh, tv my Ruin! 

She's not cruel nor kind! 


Song XXIX. Midſummer Wiſh. 


AFT me ſeme ſoft and cooling Brecaae, 
To Windfor's ſhady, kind Retreat ; 
Where Sylvan Scenes, =, ſpreading Trees, 
Repel the raging Dog-ftar's Heat 
Where tufted Graſs, and moſſy Beds, 
Aﬀeord a rural, calm Repoſt : 
Where Weodbines bang their dewy Heads, 
And fragrant Sweets around diſcioſe. 
Old Oozy Thames, that flows faſt ty, 
Along the ſmiling Vutley plays, 
His glaſſy Surface chears the Eye, 
And through the flu ry Meadow flroys : 
His fertile Banks, wvith Herbage green, 
His Vales with golden Plenty ui; 
Where cer his purer Streams are ſeen, 
The Gods of Health, and Pleaſure dwell. 
Let me thy car, thy yielding Wawr, 
With nake1 Arms once more divide; 
In thee my gletoing Beſam ave, 
Ard cut the gently rolling Tide. 
Lay me with damask Raſes crætun q, 
Benezth (. me Ofer's dusky Sbade; 
Where Mater- Lillies deck the Ground, 
Ang bubbling Springs refrelp tie Glades 
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Tee dear Lucinda, fs be there, 
With azure Mantle ſlightly Dreff : 
Te Nymphbs, bind 7 ber flotoing Huir, 
Ye: Zephyrs fan ber pantins Breaſt, 

O haſte away, fair Maid, and bring 
The Muſe, the kindly Friend to love; 
To thee alone, the Muſe ſhall feng, 
And warble ttraugb the wocal Grove, 


Song XL. The Morning Salutation. 


E E the wakes * Sabina wakes ' 
And now the Sun begins to riſe ;; 
Leſs glorious is the Morn that break*, 
From his bright Beams than her f. ir Eyes. 


With Light united Day they give, 
But different Fates e er Night ſulfi!: 

How many by his Warmth will live ? 
How many will her Coldnets Kill? 


Sono XLI. Three Nymphs, &c. 


EE, ſee, my Ferapbina comes? 
Adorn'd with every Grace; 
Look, Gods, from your Celeftial Dome, 
And view her charming Face. 


Then ſearch, and fee, if you can find, 
In all your facred Groves, 

A Nymph, or Goddeſs, fo divine, 
As ſhe whom Strepben loves. 


SoN O XLII. The Deſtroyer. 


Lmeria's Face, her Shape, her Air, 
With Charms re ſuſtleſs wound the Heart; 

In vain you for Defence prepare, 

When from her Eycs Love throws his Dart, 
So ffrong, ſo ſwift the Arrow flies, 

Such ſure Deſtruction flving makes; 

Th- bol4 Oppoſer quickly dizs ! 

The Fugitive it overtakes! 
Not 


. 


Not Stratagem, nor Force avails, 
No feign'd Submiſſion ſets you free; 

One Look o'er all your Arts prevails, 
There's no Way ſafe but not to ſee } 


For ſuch the Magic of her Arms, 
And wounding ſhe does fo allure ; 
The Unexperienc'd court their Harms, 
The Wounded never with a Cure. 


Sox XLIIN. The Shepherd Adonis 


HE as. 010 warp % 
Being weary'd with Sport 
He fer a . 8 
To the Woods did reſert. 
He threw by his Crook, 
And he laid himſclf denon; 
He envy'd no Monarch, 
Nor wiſh'd for a Crown, 
He drank of the Brock, 
And he eat of the Tree, 
Himſelf be enjoy d, 
2 rom al Was free. 
He wiſh'd for no Nymph, 
Were ſhe never ſo fair, 
Had no Love ar itiom, 
And therefore no Care. 
But as be lay thus 
In an Ev'ning ſo clear, 
A heavenly ſweet Voice 
Seynded ſoft in bis Ear; 
Which came from a ſhady 
. Green Neighbourmg Grove, 
Where lovely Amynta 
Sat fonging of Love, 
He wander d that Way, 
And found wha was there, 
He lac d quite confeunded 
Tao ſee her ſo fair ; 
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He flord like a Statue, 

Nr a Foot could be move, 
Nor kn:wv be Tohat griew'd him ® 
But he fear'd it cas Love. 

i The Nymph ſhe beheld him 
With a kind modeſt Grace, 
| Seeing ſomething that pleas'd bey 
| Appear in his Face; 
"IE With Bling a littie, 
ns, She te Lim did ſay, 

- Ob Shepherd ! Twhat van: ye, 
Hero came you this Muh 
His Spirits reviving, : 

He to ber th t ſaid, 
| I was neer ſo jurpriz'd 
At the Si-ht "of a Maid, 
| Until I behell thee 
From Love I was free; 
But new Im taken captive, 


My Faireſt, by thee, 


| Sono XLIV. Bright Cynthia's, &c, 


Oman, thoughtleſs giddy Creature 
Laughing, idle flutt'ting Thing! 

| Moſt fantaſtick Work of Nature! 

' Stil!, like Fancy, on the Wing, 

Slave to ev'ry changing P-ffion, 

| Loving, hating, in extream ; 

” Fond of ev'ry fo liſh Faſhion. 

| And, at beſt, a pl-ati:zy Dream. 
Lovely Tie! dex Iluſion! 1 

Conqu' rin Vi e-kneſs ! wih'd for Pain! 

Man's chief G. y, and Confuſion, : 

Of all Vanitic; mot vain, _ 
Thus, deriding B-nuty's Power, 
Bevil call'd it all a Cheat; 

But in leis than half an Hour, 
Katel'd and Whin'd at Ceiia's Feet. 
8 * SONG 
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SonG XLV. One Evening as [ ly 


NE Evening as I lay 
Amuſing in a Grove, 
A Nymph exceeding gay 
Came there to = ber Lowe ; 
But finding not Swain, 
She / her d. un to grieve, 
Ard thus ſhe did com plain, 
How Men ber Sex deceive, 
Believing Maids, take Care 
Of falſe deluding Men, 
WW boſe Pride is to enſnare 
Tach Female that they can; 
ur d Sevain be ſwore 
Oaths, to prove 
(As many bawe done before) 
Hew true be'd be to Love, 
Then Virgins fer my Sake, 
Ne'er truft falſe Man again 
The Pleaſure wwe partake, 
Ne er anſwers balf the Pais: 
Uncertain as the Seas, 
I their unconſtant Mind, 
At once they barn and freeze, 
Still changing like the Wind. 
When fbe had told ber Tale, 
Compaſſion ſe æ d my Heart, 
And Cupid did prevail 
With me to take her Part; 
Then boxing to the Fair, 
IT made my kind Addreſs, 
Ard word he bear @ Shar: 


In ber Unbappineſs. 
I M a 
W jay ſhe roſe, 


F told ber ria *f 
For Grief a Remedy, 


* 
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Nen, with a ſmiling Look, 
Said ſpe, “ afſuage the Storm, 
I deubt yon ve undertook | 
A Tak you can't perform, 
Since 3 convinces beftN 
Fair Maid, believe it true, 
| That Rape is but a Ft, 
12 t Revenge can do: 
Wen ſerve bim in bis Kind, 

' And fit the Foul again; 
Such Charms were ne er deſign'd, 
Fer ſuch a faithleſs Swain, 

I crurted ber wu 2 mY 

ii ber ſoft Soul pave - 
And frm —— 5 air, P 

| Stole the ſaucet Heart away : 

Then ſbe 201th Smiles cenſeſt d, 

' Her Mind felt no more Pain, 

While ſbe was thus careſs d, 
Dy fuci a kreely Swain. 


| Sox G XLVI. Lucky Minute. 


S Cbloris, full of harmleſs Thought, 
Beneath a Myrtle lay, 
Kind Love a youth ful Shepherd brought, 
| To paſs the Lime away, 
She bluſh'd to be encounter'd fo, 
And cnid the am'rous Swain; 
+ But as the ſtrove to riſe and go, 
He pull'd her down again. 
A ſudden Paſſion ſeiz d her Heart, 
In Spite of her Diſdain; 
She found a Pulſe in ev'ry Part, 
And Love in ev'ry Vein. 
Ah! Gods! faid ſhe, What Charms are theſe, 
That conquer and ſurprize ? 
Oh! let me -- for unleſs you pleaſe, 
I have no Power to riſe. 
K 2 3 
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She fainting ſpoke, and trembling lay, 
For Fear he ſhould comply; 

Her Looks and Eyes her Heart betray, 
And zave her Tongue the Lye. 

Thus ſte, who Princes had deny'd, 5 
With all their Pomp and Train, 

Was in a lucky Minute try'd, 
And yielded to a Swain, 


SonG XLVII. Chloe Sud, &c. 


HLOE-vtifh'd, and frown'd, and ſwore, 
And puſh'd me rudely from her ; 

T call'd her faithleſs jilting Whore, 

To talk to me ct Hunour. 
But when I roſe, and would be gone, 

She cry'd, Nay, whither go ye ? 
Young Damen, ſtay; now we're alone, 

Do what you will with Char. 


Song XLVIIL Gently Touch, &c. 


Ently hear me, charming Fair, 
Ever kind and ever dear : 

All my dying Pains remove, 
Chloe, ſmile, and fay you love, 
On your Boſom let me lay, 
Sigh and gaze my Soul away. 
Balmy Kiſſes, pow'rful Joys, 
Such 2s Death, nor Time deftroys. 
Oh! my deareft Fair One, give, 
So I ever bleſt ſhall live: 
More than Gods in Heaven can be: 
Thou alone art Heaven to me. 


Song XLIX. As Celia, Sc. 


Each me, Chloe, how to prove, 
My boaſted Flame ſincere; 
*Tjs hard to tell how dear I love, 
And hard to hide my Care. 
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Sleep in vain diſplays her Charms, 
To bribe my Soul to Reft, 

Vainly ſpreads her Siken Aims, 
And courts me to her Breift. 


Where can Srrephon find Repoſe, 
If Chloe is not there, 


For ah! no Peace his Boſom knows, 
When abſent from the Fair, 


cc. What though Phebus, from cn high, 

Wich-holds his chearful Ray, 

Thine Eyes can well his Light ſupply, 
And give me more than Day. 


Sons L. Falſe Philander. 


A. exwell, thou falſe Philander, 
Since now from me you rove ; 
Ard leave me here to wander, 
No more to think of Love; 

&c, I muft for ever languiſh, 

1 muft for ever maurn; 
From Love I now am baniſhed, 

And foall n« more return. 


Farewell, deceitful Traytor, 
Farewell, thou perjur d Swan, 
Let never injur'd Creature 
Believe Vaus again ; 
The Paſſi 33 8 
Was enly to cbtuin; 
Fer naw the Charm is ended, 
| The Charmer you di ſda: u. 


Sons LI. Gently touch, xc. 


Ently touch the warbling Lyre, 
J Chl: ſeems inclin d to Rett ; 
Fill her Soul with fond Detire, 
Softeſt Notes will footh her Brea, 
Pleafing Dreams aft in Love, 
Mor; tes, O propiticus prove. 
RK 14 
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On the moſſy Bank ſhe lies 
(Nature's verdant V-!vet Bed) 
Beauteous Fl. wers inv.te her Eyes, 
Forming Pillows for her Head. 
Zephyr watt their Odours round, 
And Love indulgent guards the Ground! 


SonG LIL The Play of Lore. 


H E Play of Love it now begun, 

Aud thus the Actions do po on, 
Strephon enamaur d courts the Fair, 
She hears bim with a careleſs Air, 
And ſmiles to find him in Lowe's Snare, 
The Ad- Tune play'd they meet again, 
Here Pity moves her for bis Pain, 
Mich ſbe evades with ſome Pretence, 
And things ſore may with Leue di penſe, 
But pints to bear a Man of Senſe, 
Tie third Approach her Lover makes, 
She colours up to ene er ke ſpeaks ; 
But with ſeign'd Slights fill plats bim 5y, 
And faintly cries, fhe can't comply, 
Aliths* ſbe gives ker Heart the Lye, 


Now the Plat riſes, be ſeems ſhy, 
As if ſome other Fair he'd try; 


At wobich ſhe ſwells wwith Spleen and Fun, 


Left ane more viſe bis Love ſhould ſhare, 
Which yet no Woman &er can bear, 

The laſt Act now is tcrongbt ſo high, 
That thus it eretuus the Lover's y: 
Sbe doth 0 mere his Paſſion ſhun, 

He flrait into ber Arms did run, 

Tie Curtain falls the Play is dene. 


SonG LIII. The Iriſh Hol. 


Emember, Damon, you did tell, 
In Chaſtity yeu lov'd me W.; 


But 
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gut now, alas! T am undone, 
And here am left to make my Moan : 
To doleful Shades I will remove, 

Since I'm deſpiv'd by him I love, 

Where poor forſalkk?n Nymphs are ſeen, 
In lonely Walks of Willow green. 


Upon my Dear's deluding Tongue, 
Such ſoft perſuaſive Language hung, 
That when his Words had Silence broke, 
You wou'd have thought an Angel ſpoke, 
Too happy Nymph, whoe'er the be, 
That now enjoys my charming he; 
For Oh ! I fear it to my Coſt, 
She's found the Heart that I have loſt. 


Beneath the faireſt Flower on Earth, 
A Snake my hide or take its Birth; 
So his falſe Breaſt, conceal it did 
His Heart, the Snake that there lay hid. 
"Tis falſe to ſay, we happy are, 
Since Men delight thus to enſnare : 
In Man no Woman can be bleſt, 
Their Vows are Wind, their Love a Jeſt, 


Ye Gods, in Pity to my Grief, 
Send me my Damon, or Relief; 
Return the wild delicious Boy, 
Whom once I thought my Spring of [oy : 
But whilit I'm begging of this Bliss, 
Metbinks I hear you anſwer thus, 
When Damon has enjry'd, be flies, 
Who ſces kim, Ives ; vu loves him, dies. 


There's not a Bird that haunts the Grove, 
But is a Witneſs of my Love: 

Now all the Bleaters on the Plain 

Se m Sympathizers in my Pain; 

Ecchoes repeat my plaintive Moans; 

The Waters imitate my Groans; 

The Trees their bending Eoughs recline, 
And dicop their Heads as I do miue. 


( 104 ) 
Song LIV. As Amoret, Sc. 


S Amoret and Phillis ſat 
A One Evening on the Plain, 
And ſaw the ef Strephon wait, 
Y tell the Nympb bis Pain; 
The threatning Danger to remove, 
He wwhiſper'd ia ber Ear. 
Ab! Phillis! if you wwruld nit love, 
The Shepherd do not bear, 


Nine ever had ſo ſtrange an Art, 
His Paſſion to comvey, 

Into a iff ning Virgin's Heert, 
And ſteal ber Soul away. 

Fly, fly, betimes, for fear you give 
Occafion for yeur Fate, 

In wain, ſaid ſhe, in vain I ſtrive, 
Alas ! "tis now too late, 


Sono LV. You may ceaſe, &c. 


OU may ceaſe to complain, 
For your Suit is in vain, 
All Attempts you can make 
But augments her Diſdain: 
She bids you give o'er 
While tis in your Power, 
For except her Eſteem 
She can grant you no more: 


Her Heart has been long fince 
Aſſaulted and won, 
Her Truth is as laſting 
And firm as the Sun; 
You'll find it more eaſy 
Your Paſhon to cure, 
Than for ever thoſe fruitleſs 
Endeavours endure, 
You may give this Advice 
To the wretched and wiſe, 
But a Lover hke me 


Will thoſe Precepts deſpiſe ; 23 
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I ſcorn to give o'er, 
Were it ſtill in my Power; 
a Tho' Efteem were deny d me, 
Yet her [';] adore, 
A Heart that's been touch'd 
Will ſome Sympathy bear, 
'T will leſſen my Sorrows, 
If the takes a Share; 
I'll count it more Honour, 
In dying her Slave, 
Than did her Affectiors 
My Steddineſs crave. 


You may tell her I'll be 
| Her true Lover, tho' ſhe 


Should Mankind deſpiſe 
Out of Hatred to me; 
"Tis mean to give o'er 
Cauſe we get no Reward, 
She loſt not her Worth 
When I loſt her Regard : 
E. | My Love on an Altar 
| More noble ſhall burn, 
I ſtill will love on 
Without Hopes of Return! 
I'll tell her ſome other 
Has kindled the Flame, 
And I'll ſigh for herſelf 
In counterteit Name, 


SonG LVI. Colin's Complaint. 


Dear: befide a clear Stream, 
A Shepherd forſaken wvas laid, 
And while a falſe Nympb was his Theme, 

A Willnw ſupperted b's Head. 
The Wind that blew over the Plain, 

T2 bis Sigbs with a Sigb did reply; 
And the Brook in Return to his Pain, 

Ran m:urnfully murmuring by, 

Alas? 


( 106 ) 


Alas! filly Stoain that I was, 
(Thus ſadly complaining be cry d) 
When firſt I bebe _ Face, 
"Tevere better by far I bad dy'd! 
She tall'd, and I blef ber Tongue, 
When ſhe ſmil"d, it was Pl-aſ.re too great: 
Id and cry'd when ſhe ſung, 
Was Nightingale ever ſo feet P 
Hu fooliſh was I to believe, 
She could deat on jo {nely a Clin, 
Or that ber ford Heart tue nov prieve, 
To forſake the fine Folk of the Town ? 
To think that a Beauty ſe gay, 
So kind and ſo cunſtant v prove ; 
Or go clad like our Maidens n Gray, 
Or live in a Cottage en Love. 
What tho' I bawe Skill to complain, 
Tha" the Muſes my Temples have crown'd, 
What tho' when they bear my ſoft Strains, 
The Virgins fit weeping around ! 
Ab, Colin ! thy Hepes are in wain, 
Thy Pipe and thy Laure! reſi gu, 
farr One inclines te a Swain, 
Whoſe Muſick is ſweeter than thine, 
All you my Companions ſo dear, 
by Sorr:w to ſee me betray'd, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbeay to accuſe the falje Maid, 
The' thro” the wide Werid I ſhould range, 
Tir in vain from my Fortune to fly ; 
"Twas ber't to be falſe and to change, 
Tis mine ts be conflant and die, 
If while my hard Fate I fiftuin, 
In ber Breaft any Pity :, Fund, 
Let her come with the Nyn pbi of the Plain, 
And ſee me laid low in the Ground : 
The laft bumble Boon that I crave, 
Is to ſhade me with Cypreſs and Yew ; 
And when ſhe loks down on my Grave, 
Let ber own that ber Shepherd was true, 
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Then to ber new Lowe let ber go, 
And deck ber in Golden Array; 
Be fineſt ot every fine Shmo, 
And frolick it all the Ins Day; 
While Colin, forgotten and gene, 
No more ſhall Le tali d of or ſeen, 


Unleſs wwben beneath the pale Moon, 


His CH ſhall glide over the Green, 


SonG LVII. My Days, &c. 


Y Days have been ſo wond'rous free, 
The littie Birds that fly, 

With careleſs E:iſe, from Tree to Tree, 
Were not fo bleſt as I. 

Ask gliding Waters, if a Tear 
Of mine increas'd their Strerm ? 

Or ask the flying Gales, if c'er 
I lent a Sigh to them ? 


And I'm by Beauty caught : 

The tender Chains of ſweet Defire 
Are fix'd upon my Thought. 

An eager Hope within my Breaſt 
Does every Doubt controul ; 

And lovely Nancy ſtands confeſt 
The Favourite of my Soul. 

Ye Nightingales, ye twiſting Pines, 
Ye Swains that haunt the Grove, 

Ye gentle Ecchoes, breezy Winds, 
Ye cloſe Retreats of Love ; 

With al! of Nature, all of Art, 
Aluſt the dear Deſign, 

O teach a young unpractis d Heart, 
To make her ever mine. 

The very Thought of Change I hate, 
As much as of Deſpair, 

And hardly covet to be great, 
Ualeſs it be for her. 
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"Tis true, the Paſhon in my Mind 
Is mix'd with ſoft Diſtreſs; 

Yet while the Fair I love is kind, 
I cannot with it Ifs, 


SoNO LVIII. As Celia near, &c. 


S Celia in her Garden ſtray'd, 
A Secure, nor dream'd of Harm, 
A Bee approach'd the lovely Maid, 

And reſted on her Arm. 


The curious Inſect thither flew, 
To taſte the tempting Bloem; 

But with a thouſand Sweets in View, 
It found a ſudden Doom. 

Her nimble Hand of Life bereav'd 
The darling little Thing ; 

But firſt the ſnowy Arm receiv'd, 
And felt the painful Sting. 


Once only could that Sting ſurprize, 
Once be injurious found: 
Not ſo the Darts of Celiq's Eyes, 
T hey never ceaſe to wound, 
Oh ! would the ſhort-liv's burning Smaxt 
The Nymph to Pity move, 
And teach her to regard the Heart 
She fires with endleſs Love 


SonG LIX. Would Fate to me, 


Ould Fate to me Belinda give, 
With her alone I'd chuſe to live; 
Variety I'd ne'er require, 
Nor a greater, nor a greater 
Nor a greater Bliſs deſire. 


My charming Nymph, if you can find, 
Amongſt the Race of human Kind, 

A Man that loves you more than I, 
Vil refign you, I'll reſign you, 

- I'll revign you, cb Lum 
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B+ my Belinda fill my Arms, : 
With all her Bezuties, all her Charms, 

With Scorn and Pity I'd look down 

On the Glor'es, on the Glories, 

On the Glories of a Crown. 


c. Sox co LX. William and Suſan. 


LL in the Downs the Flert rat mor d, 
The Streamers Toawing in the IVind, 
Mien black-eyed Suſan came en heard; 
O ul ere Mall I my true Love find ? 
Tell me, ye jowiel Sailors, tell me true, 


If my feveer Willam fails among the Crew ? 


| William, 2249 high upon the Yard, 
| Rech d ⁊uith the Burt th and fro: 
Soom as hor ⁊vell known Voice h- beard, 
He firh'd and caft bis Fyes below : — 
De Cord ſlider feoiftly thro) brs C aving Hardt, 
And ouick as Light" ning on the Deck b- flands, 


So the ſcucet Lark, bigh pois'd in Air, 
Shurs cle bis Pinions to bis Breaſt 
| (IF chance bis Mites forill Vice be bear) 
Ar drops at once into her Neſt : 
t The mule? Cafttain in the Britiſh Fleet, 
Mi ht exvy William's Lips theſe Kiſſes ſweet, 
O Suſin, Suſan, lovely Dear ! * 
IM V:xvs ſhall ever true remain, a 
me, Let me kiſs off that falling Teer, 
We on'y part ti meet agarn : 
Change as ye lift, ye I ind; my Heart ſpall be 
Toe faithful Compajs that ſer.l paints at thee. 


Believe not what the Lanimen ſay, 
Who tewpt evith Doubts thy conſtant Mind 4 
oy * tell, the Sailors, oben away 
every Port a Miſtreſs find : 
Lie, yes, believe them 2vhen they tell thee 55 
Fe thus art preſent ꝛbbereſos er I ge. 
L 
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to fair India's Coaſt ave ſail 
of Eyes are 2 wa bright! 
Toy Breath is Atrick's ſpicy Gale, 


Thy Shin it Tory fo white : 
Tous rwcry beauteons 0hjeft that I wirw, 
Wakes in my Soul ſome Charms of lovely Sue. 
7 Battles call me fr:m thy Arms, 
Let rot my pretty Suſan mourn, 
7% Cannons roar, yet fafe from Harm: 
William fall te iis Dear r:ttny ;; 
Love turns ade the Bills that raun me f 
Left precicus Tears ſbauli drop from Suſan 1 


Toe Boat can nave the dreaudſ Word, | 


The Sai's their frel'mg Boſorr ſpread, 


Xo longer muſt be ſtay on board ; 
Tory hijs'd ; fore ; he hung his Had. 
Her leſſening Boat unwilling rs te Land, 
Adieu ſhe cries ; and wn d ler LIN Hand, 


Sone LXI. Chloe, be wiſe, &c. 


Hlce, be wiſe, no more perplex me, 
Slight not my Love at fuch a Rate ; 
Shovld I your Scorn return, "twill vex you, 
Love much abus'd will turn to Hate. 


How can ſo lovely fair a Creature 
Put on the Looks of cold Diſdain; 
Women were firſt defign'd by Nature, 
To give a Pleaſure and not a Pain. 
Kindneſs creates a Flame that's laſting, 
When other Charms are fled away ; 
hink on the Time we now are waſting : 
Throw off thoſe Frowns and Love obey. 


Son LXII. When Fanny, &c. | 


i HEN Fanny El:mmg Farr 
Fi caught my rawiſh'd Sight 
Pleas d Tuith her Shape and 25 ts 
T felt a flrange Delight : Wa 
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Whilf eagerly I gam d, 

Admiring ev'ry Part, . 
And ev ry Feature prais d, 

She ole into my Heart, 
Ih ber bewitching Eyes 

Ten thouſand Loves appear; 
There Cupid barking lies, 

His Shafts a heads there, 
Her blooming Cheeks ave dy'd 

With all thetrr own, 
Excelling far the Pride 

Of Reſes newly blown. 
Her w02!1-turn'd Limbs confeſs 

The lucky Hand of _— 
Her Features all expre 

The beauteous Queen of Love: 
What Flames my Nerves invade, 

When I bebold the Brraſt 

that too charming Maid 

Riſe, ſuing to be get. 
Venus round Fanny's Waiſt, 
— ber = Ceſtus bound, 

an Cupids Grace, 

4 the Circk round, 
Haw happy muſ be be, 

Who ſhall ber Zone unlooſe P 
That Bliſs to all, but me, 


May Heaven and Jhe refuſe 


Song LXIII. The forſaken Maid, 


I was when the Seas were roaring, 
© With bollew Blaſts of Win. 
A Damfel lay dephoring, 
All on a Rach reclin'd, 
Wide o'er the roari Billzws, 
Se caft a wiſhful Loot; 
Her Head was crown'd with Will:ws 
That trembled oer the Brook, 
L 2 
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Twelve Mecrths were gone and over, 
And nine long tedious Days; 
dall thou vent rous Lower, 0 
by didſ thou truft the Seas ? 
Ceaſe, ceaſe then, cruel Ocean, 
And let my Lower reſt : 
Ab! what's thy trcubled Motion, 
To that ⁊uitbin wy Breaſt N 
The Merchant, ret d of Treaſore, 
Vietos Tempeſt in De pair; 
But what's the Le of Treaſore, 
To lrfing of my Dear 
Sbou'd yu jo e Coaſt be laid on, 
Where Cad and Diamonds grow, 
Tin'd f 4 a richer Maiden, 
B.t none tLat loves you ſo. 
Hero can they ſay that Nature 
Has nuthing made in vain; 
Why then beneath the Water 
o G decus Recks remain? 
No Eye tt vie Recks diſcover, 
That lurk beneath the Deep, 
To Tvreck the ⁊uand ring Lover, 
Aid leave the Mid to a. ep. 
All Melancholy lying, 
Tus wail" d ſbe fer ber Dear, 
Repay'd each Blaſt with ſgbirg 
Each Bill with a Tir 
When y the white Waves 1:1 ping 
His floating Carbs py'd ; 
Then lu. a Lilly 22 
Ste b:w'd ber Head, ard dy d. 


SONG LXIV. V ain Belinda, 


V AIN, Belinda, are your Wiles, 

Vain are all y. ur artivul Smiles, 

While like a Bully you invite, 

And then decline th* approaching Fight : 

And then decline th* approachirg Fight. Va 
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Which you uſe to conquer Hearts: 
By et xg Threats he would affright; 
And you by empty Hopes invite. 

And you by, &c. 
Cowards may by him be brav'd, 

Fops may be by you enſlav'd ; 
Then would he vanquiſh, or you bind, 
He muſt be grave, and you be kind. 
He muſt be, &c. 


Song LXV. Why will Florella, St. 
H Y will Florella, when I gaze, 
My raviſb d Eyes reprove ? 
And hide em from the E 
They can lebald with * 
To Dun ber Scorn, and eaſe my Care, 
ſeek a Nymph more tin; 
And tubile I rove from Fair to Fair, 
Still gentle Uſage find. 
But OU bow faint is every 
* ; at ay wht 29 
ew Beauties may my Eyes employ 
But you engage my Heart. : 
So reſtleſs Exiles, doom d to roam, 
Meet Pity ev'ry where, 
Yet . for thetr native Home, 
Though Death attends them there. 


So LXVI. When I ſurvey, &s. 


HEN I ſurvey C/arinda's Charms, 
Folded within my circling Arms, 
What endleſs Pleaſures move along, 
Serenely ſoft and ſweetly ſtrong: 
Every Smile invites to Love, 
Balmy Kiſſes, 
Am'rous Bliſſes, 
Ev'ry tiüng Charm improve. 
L 3 ia. 
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Immortal Bliſs that ne er will cloy, 
Always attends her Angel Form; 
Soſteſt Repoſe and tlooming Joy, 
In her conſpire tlie Soul to charm : 
All that Joy or Love create, 
Br-uautcous BleTing, 
Patt expreſſing, 
Reu:.d the tender Fair One wait. 


Love on her Bicift hos z' d his Throne, 


And Cupid rev.}s in her Eyes; 


W ho can the Ch:rimiars Power diſ-wn, 
When in each Glance an Arrow 1 «5 ? 
Yet when weund:d, we feel no Pun, 


No, tis Pic uurc, 
Ab ve Meaiurce, 
R3p:ures flow 12 cv ry Vein, 


So NG LXVII. Thus Kitty, &c. 


* HUS Kitty beautrſul and young, 


And wwi!'d as C. unam'd, 


Bede the Fair from whom pe ring, 


With little Raz: 122d, 
Inflan'd with Rage at ſud R. Hain, 
bub wiſe Manma vriatn'd ; 
Ard ſorely wex'd to piary the Sar, 

Mig Wit ail beauty rei . 


Shall I thumb b:ly Bu, confir'd, 
Bb ::b Avieals jor = 
Kitty's / cther Tiizgs geo d, 
* Or I am nu. mieden. 
Mu Lady Jenny frist ator, 
And wifit wwito Ler Cuſins F 
At Balls nj} ee make ail the Raue, 
And bring Lome Iicarta by Dezcus ? 


What has ſhe better, pray, than I ? 
What hidden Charms 2 b? 
That al! Mankind ſboudd fer ler dis, 

b 1 an ſrarce 4 14. 
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Deareſ Mamma, for ance let me 
Unchain'd, my Fortune try ? 
TI bawe my Earl, as «well as jhe, 
Or know the Reaſon ruby ! 
Ti! fon with Jenny's Pride quit Score, 
Make all ber Lovers full: 
Tbey' I grieve I was net lous'd beſore ; 
Sbe, I was 0 d at all, 
Fendneſs prevail d, Mamma gave way, 
Kitty, at Heart's Deſire, 
Obtain d the Charict for a Day, 
And ſet the World on F. re! 


| Songs LXVIII. Margaret's Ghoſt. 


7 Was at the filet Midnight Eur, 
WWh:n all were faſt aſleep, 
In glided Marg :et's grimly Gho;t, 
oe--1 ii lead at William's Feet. 
Her Face tua e an April Morn, 
| Clad in a Minty C un; 
Ar Clay cold was hor Lilly band, 
That hu ver ſable SLroud, 
| Se ſhall tle faireſt Face afpear, 
When Youth and Years are flown ; 
Sach ti tle Rabe that Kings nat wvear, 
ben Death bas reſt tbeir Crown, 
Her Blom sunt like the ſpringing Flower, 
That fips the Silver Dew ; 
The Roje was badden in ber Check, 
Ju ping e the View. 
But Leve bad, lite the Canker-wworm, 
Cen uh her early Prine; 
The Raſe grew pale, and left ber Chcek, 
Sbe dy"d befure ber Time! 
Arvzke, ſbe cry d, thy true Love calls, 
Come from 2 Midnight Grave ; 
1 0b tet thy Pity tear the Maid, 5 
Thy Lete refus'd to ſaxc. : 
elr'} This 
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This is the dumb and dreary Heur, 

When injur d Ghefts complain; 
New yawning Graves give up their Dead 
To baunt the farthleſs Swain, 


Bethink thee, Willlam, of thy Fault, 
Pledge, and broken Oath : 

And give me back my Maiden Vow, 
Ard give me back my Troth. 


Why did you promiſe Love to me 
And 22 iſe keep F : 
Why did you 422 my Eyes were bright, 

of 28 Eyes to wweep ? 

How could Face was fair 
pd dy ale * 

How could you win my Virgin Heart, 
Tet — that Heart to break ? 


did you Lips were ſeveet 
ws frye nip by for 2 x Pore ts 


And did I. young witleſs Maid 
— the flatt ring Tale ? 6 


That Face, alas ! no more is fair, 
Thoſe way no longer red ; 
3 are my 4 nk not cles d in Death, 
rm is fled. 


Rags hun 9 my Siſter is, 
This ry nag J wear ; 


Aud cold — s our Night,. 
"Till that laſt Tu appear. 


But bark ! the C:ck has wwarn'd we hence ! 
A long and loſt Adieu ! 

Come ſee, falſe Man, bow low ſhe lies, 
That dy d for Love of you. 


The Lark ſung lud, the Merning ſmil'd, 
And rais'd ber elitr ring Head : 

Pale William vat d in every Limb, 
And raving leſt bis Bed. 
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He by'd Fim to the fatal Place, 
Where Marg" ret's Body lay; 

And flretch'd bim on the green Graſs Turf, 
That wrap'd ler breathleſs Clay. 

And thrice be call d on Marg'ret's Name, 
And thrice he tet full fore ; 

Then laid bis Check to the cold Grave, 
Ard Ward ſpate neuer more, 


Sons LXIX. On a Bank of, &c. 


N a Bank of Flowers in a Summer's Day, 
Inviting, and unarcſt, 
In her Bloom of Years bright Celia Ly, 
Wi.h Love and Sleep oppreſt : 
When a youthtul Swain, with admiring Eyes, 
With'd he durſt the fair Maid ſurprize, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But fear d appivaching Spies. 
As he gaz d, a gentle Breeze aroſe, 
That tann'd her Robes ſide, 
And the ſleeping Nymph did the Charms diſcloſe 
Which waking ſhe would hide: | 
Then his Breath grew ſhort, and his Heart beat high, 
He long' d to touch what he chauc'd to ify, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But durit not ſtill draw nigh. 
All amaz'd he flood, with her Beauties fir'd, 
And bleſs'd the courteous Wind ; 
Then in Whiſpers figh'd, and the Gods deſir d, 
That Celia might be kind: 
When with Hope grown bold, he advanc'd amain, 
But ſhe laugh'd aloud in a Dicam, and again, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
Repell'd the tim'rons Swain, 
Yet when once Defire has inflam'd the Soul, 
All modeſt Doubts withdraw; 
And the God of Love does each Fear contryul, 
That would the Lover awe, 2 
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Shall a Prize like this, ſays the vent'rous Boy, 
*Scape, and I not the Means employ ? 

With a fa, la, la, &c. 
To ſeize the profer'd Joy ? 


Here the growing Youth, to relieve his Pain, 
The flumb'ring Maid carefs'd ; 
And with trembling Hands (O the ſimple Swain!) 
Her ſnowy Boſom preſs d; 
When the Virgin wak'd, and »ffrighted few, 
Vet look d as wiſhing he would purſue, 
With a fa, la, la, &c. 
But Damon miſs d his Cue. 
Now repenting that he had let her fly, 
Himſelf he thus accus'd ; 
What a dull and ſtupid Thing was I, 
That ſuch a Chance abus'd ? | 
To thy Shame, till ſoon on the Plain be faid, 
Damon a Virgin aſleep betray'd, 
With a fa, la, la, &c, 
Let her go a Maid. 


Sono LXX. My Time, O ye, &c. 


Y Time, O ye Muſes ! was happily ſpent, 
When Phebe went with me zvberever I went 


Sure never bepberd like Colin was bleft. 

But now ſbe is gone, and has left me behind, 
What a marvellous Charge on @ ſudden I find ? 
When Things were as fine as could peſſibly be; 

J thought was the Spring, but, alas! it was ſbe, 


With N Sheep, 

To riſe up and play, or to lie down and ſleep ; 

T1 was ſo gocd- bum ur d, ſo chearful, and gay, 

My Heart was as light as a Feather all Day. 

But now TI ſo croſs, and ſo peviſh am grown, 

So firangely uneaſy as never wat int; 
My fair One is gone, and my Jeys are all drown 4, 


my Heart—1 am ſure, it weighs were then @ Prunt 


Ten thouſand 95 Pleaſures I felt in my Breaſt; is 
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The Fountain that wont to run ſeveetly abng, 
And durce to ſo ſt Murmors the Pebbles ameng, 
Thou kr:20' ft, little Cupid, if Phebe wwas there, 
"Twas Pleaſure to look at. at NM. fick to bear: 
But mw he is abſent, I walk by its Side, 
Aed ill, as it murmurs, do 1 hing but bid: ; 
M. you he ſo chear hi, wh e T pr in Pain? 
Peace there with your ., and Lear me complain, 
I ren my Lanibiins arurnd me world oftentimes 
And when Phet- and I were as Jeyful as — . 
H wv lea ſant their porting, how bappy the Time ? 
ben Spring, Love, and B-auty, were all in their Prime g 
But nete in therr Frolicks, when by me they paſs, 
I fling at their F eecet an bandfi.l of Graſs : 
Be fi then I cry, for it makes me quite mad, 
To ſee yu ſo merry, while I am ſo ſad. 
My Dog, I was over well pleaſed to ſee, 
Come wa gging bis Tail to wy fair One and me; 
And Phebe wat plexrs'd tm, ind to my Dog ſaid, 
Came bither, poor Fellao, and patted bis Head: 
But nx when he is fawning, I with a e Look, 
Cry, Sirrab ; and give him a Blow with my Crook : 
And I'll grove him nother ; for why ſhould not Tray 
Be as dull as bis Maſter, <vben Phebe's away ? 


When wv :lking with Phebe, what Sights have I ſeen ! 
Heu fair was the Flauer, bow freſh was the Green! 
What a lævely Appearance the Trees and the Shade, 
The Corn- Fields and Hedges, and every Thing made ! 
But fince ſhe has left me, though all are fill there, 
They none of them new jo delightful appear ; 

Truat nought but the Magick, I find, of ber Eyes, 
Made ſo many beautiful Proſpetts ar ſe. 

Srvert Mu ſick went wwith us both, all the Wed thre", 
The Lark, Linnet, Throftle, and Nightingale too; 
Winds over us tubi per d, Flocks by us did blect, 

And chirp went the Graſhopper under our Feet ; 
But neo ſhe is abſent, tho" flill they ing on, 
The Mads are but lonely, the Melody s gone ; 
Her Voice in the Concert, as now I bave 


Gave every Thing elſe its agreeable 2 Boſe 


(420 
Roſe, «hat it Kccome of thy delicate Hue ? 

And where's the Virkt's beautiful blue ? 
Does aught of its Sevectneſs the Blies beguile T: 
That Meade, thoſe Daifies, why do they not ſmile 
Ab! Rivals! Ihe vat it was that you dreſs 
And made yourſelvrs fine, for a Place in her Bread, 
You put on your Colvurs to pleaſure ber Eye, 
To be Pluck'd by ter Hand, on ker Beſom to die, 


Hew flrwoly Time creeper, till my Phebe return, 
While amidft the ſſt Zephyr's col Breezes I burn; | 
Metbinks, if I l wwhereabout be would tread, 
I could breathe on his Wings, ard Rν,ẽ melt donon tHe 
Fly feoifter, ye Minutes, irg hither my Dear, (Lad. 
| pt reſt ſo much hen rer fir't, Tohen ſpe is lere. 
Ab ! Colin! /d Time is fi of Delay. 
or will Lud: e ere Fort faſter, fer all thru cart ſoy. 
Will no pitying Perver that hears me complain, 
Or cure my Dilquict, or ſoften wy Pain ? 
To he cur d, ton muſt, Colin, thy Paſſion remove + 
Put what Swann 1s jo filly to lie tt, Love ? 
No, Deity, bid the dear & mph to return, 
For ne'er was peer Shepherd ſo ſadly forlrn, 
#h ! what ſhall I do; I fhall die ⁊uith Deſpair ! 
Take heed, all ye Swains, bw ye love one ſo fair. 


Sono LXXI. What fhall I do, &c. 


7 Hat ſhall I do, to ſhew how much I love her? 
How many Millions of Sighs can ſuffice ? 
That which wins «ther Hearts never con moye her, 
Thoſe common Methods of Love ſhe'll deſpiſe. 
1 will love more ban Man e'er lov'd before me, 
Gaze on her all the Day, melt all the Night; 
*T ll, for her own Sake, at laſt ſhe'll implore me 
To love her leſs to preſerve our Delight. 
Since Gods themſelves cannot ever be loving, 
Men muſt have breathing Recruits for new Joys, 
I] with my Love conld be always improving, 


Though eager Love more than Sorrow deſtroys. 
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Tn fair Aurelia's Arms lerwing me expiring, 
To be embalm'd by the Sweets of her Breath, 
To the laſt Moment Il ſtill be defiring : 
Never had Hero ſo glorious a Death. 


Sono LXXII. In vain, dear Chloe. 


N vain, dear Che, you ſuggeſt, 
That I, inconſtant, have poſſe ſt, 
Or lov'd a fairer ſhe : 
Wou'd you, with Eaſe, at once be cur'4 
Of all the Ills you've long endut d, 
Conſult your Glaſs and me. 


E then you think, that I can find 

A Nymph more fair, or one more kind, 
You've Reaſon for your Fears ; 

But if impartial you will prove 

To your Beauty, and my Love? 
How needleſs are your Tears“ 


Hin my Way 1 ſhould, by Chance, 
Give, or receive a wanton Glance, 
I like but while I view : 
How flight the Glance, how faint the Kits, 
Compar d to that ſubſtantial Bliſs, 
Which I receive from you ! 


With wanton Flight the curious Bee 
From Flow'r to Flow'r ftill wanders free, 
And where each Bloſſum blows, 
Extracts the Juice of all he meets; 
But for his Quinteſſence of Sweets, 
He raviſhes the Roſe, 


So, I my Fancy to employ, 
In each Variety of fas, 8 
From Nymph to Nymph may roam; 
Perhaps ſee Fifty in a Day; 
They're all but Viſits which I pey, 
For Cbl's ſtill my Home. 
M SONG 
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Sono LXXIII. In vain, dear Chloe 


WI. artful Voice, young Thyrfis, you 
In wain perſuade me, you are true * 
Since that can never be: 
For bet xo Proſelyte of mine, 
That offers at arother”s Shrine, 
Thoſe Vs be made to me. 
The ſuitbicſi fickle cuav ring Loon, 
That changes oftner than the Mon; 
Courts each new Face be meer: ; 
3 ev" ry fragrant Fliav'r that blyw:, 
Ter flyly calls the bluſhin 
a Hi Quinteſſence 7 . 
So, Thyrſis, when in wanton Play, 
From Fair to Fair endly tra 
And fat fron each 4-71 = 
It ſhrwos, if what you ſay be true, 
A 2 Appetite in you, 
And no ſubſtantial Bliſs. 
For yen, incinſtant, roving Savair, 
Tho" ſeemingly you bug your Chain, 
ou'd fair, I kn:ww, get free; 
To fip freſh balmy Sweets of Love, 
From Bower to Bever toꝛlely rove; 
And imitate y'ur Bee, 
Then calm that flatt ring Thing ytur Heavt, 
Let it admit uo other Dart; 
But reſt with me alone : 
For while, dear Bee, you rove and ſing, 
Sbould you return 72 your Sting, 
Tad net protect a Drore. 


So LXXIV. Pl range, Ec, 


** range around the ſhady Bowers, 
And gather all the ſweeteſt Flowers; 
Tl dip the Garden and the Grove, 

To make a Garland for my Love. 
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I'll haſten to the Pountain's Brink, 


(123) 
When ia the fultry Heat of Day, 
My thirſty Nymph does panting lay, 


And drain the Stream that ſhe may drink, 


| At Night, when ſhe ſhall weary prove, 


A graſſy Bed I'll make my Love, 
And with green Boughs I'll form a Shade, 
That nothing may her Reſt invade. 
And whilf diſſolv'd in Sleep ſhe lies, 
Myſelf ſhall never cloſe thefe Eyes; 
But gazing fill with fond Delight, 
Fl watch my Charmer all the Night. 
And then as ſoon as chearful Day 
Diſpels the glogmy Shades away, 
Forth to the Foreſt Il] repais, 
And find Proviſion for my Fair, 
Thus will I ſpend the Day and Night 
Still mixing Pleaſure with Delight ; 
Regarding nothing I endure, 
So I can Eaſe for her procure, 
But tf the Maid, whom thus I love, 
Shou deter unkind and faithlefs prove, 
V1 ek ſome diſmal diſtant Shore, 
And never think of Woman more. 


Sox LXXV. Send Home my, $c. 


END home my long ftray'd Eyes to me, 


* 
But if from thee they vc learn d. ſuch IH, 


8 Which ab ! tos long have develt on 


To ſtoect ſy ſmile, 

And then beguile, 
Krep the Decervers, keep them foil, 
Send tome my harmleſs Heart again, 
Which =o wrworthy Thought could flain ; 
But if it has been taught by thine, 

To forfeit both 

IE Weird and Oath, 
Ep it, far then tis none of mine, 
GY M 2 


Yet 
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Ve ſend me home a Heart and Eyes, 
That I may ſee and knixv thy Lyes. 
Aud laugh one Day perbaps when theu 
Shak grieve for one b 
Thy Leve will ſcorn, 
And prove as falſe as thou art now. 


Sono LXXVI. The” cruel you, &c. 


HO” cruel you ſcem to my Pain, 
And hate me becauſe I am true ; 
Yet Pbilll:, you love a falſe Swain, 
Who has other Nymphs in his View, 
Enjoyment's a Trifle to him, 
To me what a Heaven it would be! 
To him but a Woman you ſeem, | 
But ah! you're an Angel to me. 
Thoſe Lips which he touches in haſte, 
To them I for ever could grow, 
Still clinging around that dear Waſte, 
Which he ſpans as beſide him you go; 
That Arm, like a Lilly ſo white, 
Which over his Shoulders you lay, 
My Boſom could warm it all Night, 
My Lips they would preſs it all Day. 
Were I like a Monarch to reign, 
Were Graces my Subj-&s to be, 
I'd leave them and fly to the Plain, 
To dwell ia a Cottage with thee : 
But if I muſt feel thy Diſdain, 
If Tears cannot Cruelty drown, 
O! let me not live in this Pain, 
But give me my Death in a Frown. 


Sono LXXVII. igt I fondly, &c. 


WE: I fendly wiew the Charmer, 
Thus the Gd Love I ſuc, 
Gentle Cupid, pray diſarm ber, 

Cupid, f you love me, do; 


" -” yaw 
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; of a thouſand Sweets bereave her, 
Nah ber Neck, ber Lips and Er, 

We Remainder fti!l woill leave ber 

Pur enough to tyrannize. 
Shape and Feature, Flame and Paſſion, 
| * Fill in every Breaft will move, 
Ire is Supergrogation, 
c. Mecr Llolatry of Love : 
Tou may dreſs a World of Chloes 

Þ the Beauties ſhe can ſpare ; 
Hear bim, Cupid, who no Foe 18 

To yeur Altars, or the Fair, 
Foliſſ Mortal, pray be ealy, 

ry Cupid mage Reply, 


Fancy not that deprive ber 
Of the captruating Stare; 
Shepherd, no, I'II rather give ber 
twenty thouſand Beauties more, 
Wee Florell' proud and ſour, 
Ape to mock a Lower) s Care; 
Pujtly then you "ff: at Perocr 
Shou'd le taken from the Fair: 
But tho" I (ſpread a Blemiſh o'er ber, 
No R-':ef in that you'll fird ; 
Still, fond Shepherd, you'll adcre ber, 
Fer the Beauties of ber Mind. 


Soxr; LXXVIII. Ye Shepherds, &c. 


HE Nymph that rndces me is fair ard win, 
N. ts than a Wonder by Nature deſizn'd : 
Sr 1 the Crief of my Heart, the Foy of my Eye, 
Ae the Caaſe of a Flame that newer can die. 
Her Minh, from whence Mit flill #bligingly flow:, 
Has the br-autiful Elufh and the Smell of the Roſe ; 
[ove and D:fliny beth fill attend en her Mill, 
S winds with u Lick, with Freu ſhe can hill. 
M 3 
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The Lover can bope no Redreſs, 
Where Beauty and Rigour are both in Exceſs : 


Wis foe = dry — | Nap te ber mt die. 
So LXXIX. The happieſt, &c. 


HE happieſt Mortals once were we, 
I lov'd Myra, Myra me, 

Each deſirous of the Bleſſing 
Nothing wanting but poſſeihng ; 
I lov'd Myra, Myra me, 
The happieſt Mortals once were wer. 
But fince cruel Fates diſſever, | 
Torn from Love, and torn for ever, 

Tortures end me, 

Death befriend me ; 
Of all Pains the greateſt Pain 
Is to love — and love in vain. 


Song LXXX. Ye Minutes, &c. 


E Minutes bring the happy Hour, 
And Cle bluſhing to the Bow'r ; 
Then ſhall all idle Flames be o'er, 
Nor Eyes, or Heart, e'er wander more : 
Both Chlee, fix'd for e er on thee, 
For thou art all thy Sex to me. 


A Gulty is a falſe Embrace, 
Corinna s Love's a Fairy-chaſe : 

Be gone thou Meteor, fleeting Fire, 
And all that cant's ſurvive Defire : 
Chile my Reaſon moves, and awe, 
And C:pid ſhot me when he ſaw. 


SoncG LXXXI. Greenwood Tree. 


FE: OW hardly I conceal my Tears ! 

How ott did I complain! 

When many tedious Days my Fears 
Told me, I lov'd in vain, 
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( 127 ) 
But now my Joys as wild are grown, 
And hard to be coneceal'd ; 
Sorrow may make a ſilent Moan, 
But Joy will be reveal'd. 
I tell it to the bleeting Flocks, 
To ev'ry Stream and Tree, 
And bleſs the hollow murmuring Rocks, 
For echoing back to me. 
Thus you may ſee with how much Joy 
We want, we with, believe; 
"Tis hard ſuch Paſſion to deſtroy, 
Bur eaſy to deceive. 


Sono LXXXII. Tell me, tell me, &c. 


Rue! Creature can you leave me ! 
Can you then ungrateful prove ? 
court me to me, 
Falſe ungrateful, thus to 2050 me, 
x 2 make my Heart a Prize ; 
Fin to ruin and undo me, 
Then to ſcorn and tyrannize. 
Shall I ſend to Heaw'n my Pray'r ? 
Shall I all my Wrongs relate? 
Shall I curſe the L ho ? 
No, alas! it is too late. 
Cupid, pity my Condition, 
Pierce this unrelenting Swain ; 
Hear a tender Maid”s Petition, 
And reſtare my Love agam, 


So LXXXIII. I had rather enjoy. 


I Had rather enjoy 
A Girl that is coy, 
Than one who is eaſy perſuaded ; 
For thoueh for a while, 
She ſcarcely will ſmile, 
Yet at length her Fort is invaded, 


Did 


( 129 


When then ſhe's paſſeſa d, | 
You doubly are bleſs'd, | 
Tho' from Pleaſure a while you're confin'd ; 


The Heait is on Fire 
With zealous Defire, 
And the Joy of a Lover refin'd, 


The Pleaſure's not full, 
But damrably dull, 

When tco willing a Miſtreſs we find; 
I'd have her firſt Frown, 
Her Paſſicn &:fown, 

And begin by Degrees to be kind. 


Sono LXXXIV. Ze gentle Gales, &c, 
E gentle Gales that fan the Air, 
And wantcn in the flow'ry Grove, 
Oh! whiſper to my abſ-nt Fair 
My ſecret Pain, my endleſs Love; 
And at the breezy Cloſe of Day, 
When ſhe does ſeek ſome cool Retreat, 
Throw ſpicy Odours in her Way, 
And ſcatter Rotcs at her Feet, 


That when ſhe ſees their Colours fade, 

And all their Pride neglected lie, 

Let it inſtruct the charming Maid, 

That Sweets, nut timely gathe:'d, die. 

And when ſhe lays her down to reſt, 
Let ſcme auſpicious Viſion ſhow, 

Who tis that loves Camilla beſt, 
And what for hcr 1 undergo. 


Song LXXXV. Dying Swan. 

2 WAS on a River's verde Side, 
Alout the Cleſe of Day, 

A aying Sewoan with Muſick try'd, 

To ctaſe ter Cares away, 
And tho ſhe . bad rain d ler Tlreat, 

Cr tun'd ber Voice befere, be 
Death, avi d with. jo ſtuect a Note, 

A while the Strate forcue, Fr 
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Farewel, ſbe cry'd, ye Sibver Stream, 
Te purling Wawes adieu ; 
Where Phabus us'd to dart bis Beams, 
And bleſs both me and yeu, | 
Farewel, ye tender whiſtling Reeds, 
Soft Scenes of happ) Leue; 
Farewel, ye bright, enamel d Mad,, 
Where I was wont to rove. 
With you I muſt no more converſe, 
Look, elting Sun 
Waits, while I theſe loſt Notes rehearſe, 
And then I muſt be gone. 
Mourn not, my kind and cunſtant Mate, 
We'll meet again below ; 
I is the kind Decree of Fate, 
Ard I twwith Pleaſure go. 
Whik thus foe ſung, upon a Tree, 
Within 2 al, 
To bear ber mcurnful Melody, 
A Stork attentive flood : 
From whence thus to the Swan ſhe pete, 
What mears this Joe of Foy ! 
I it, fend Fool, ſo kind a Stroke, 
That does thy Life deſtroy ? 
Turn back, ay Bird, and 
To t eting Breath ; 
I is * —— 
And Pleaſure ends in Death, 
Baſe Stork, the Swan reply d, give o'er, 
Arguments are vain; 
If after Death wwe are no more, 


er wwe are free from Pain, 
But there are ſoft E] n Shades, 
n 
Where never any Sccrm invades, 

Ne Tempeſt ever blows. 
There in cool Streams, and ſbady Woods, 
PII ſport the Time away ; 
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Or ſeo:mming diam the cryſtal Floods, £ 
Among yourg Halcyons play. 
Then, pritbee ceaſe," or tell me wol, 
I hawe ſuch Carje te grieve, 
Since "tis a Happineſs to die, 
And it's a Pain to live? 


Song LXXXVI, Tweed-ſide. | 


IKE a wandering Ghoſt I appear, 
All filent, neglected, and fad, 

Tormented by Hopes and Deſpair, 

I figh when all vthers are gad. 
No Joys in this Town can I find, 

The Lilly's a Deſart to me ? 
I ſcarce ſhuuld regret being blind, 

To all other Objects but thee, 


In the Fields as I faunter along, 

I look but for thre in wy Way, 
And if irom my Sight thou art gone, 
I mourn all the reſt of the Day; 
Or if that by Chance thou art thece, 

I ſhun ev ry Mortal I meet, 
Nor reliſh the Walk or the Air, 
Thou only canſt render them ſweet. 


Oh Nancy, whilſt thus I complain, 
Does your Heart never flutter nor beat, 
Nor have you no Senſe cf my Pain, | 
Whilſt the Torment I bear is fo great? 
Muſt thoſe wandering Eyes always rove, 
On ev'ry new Odject you ſee ? 
Or muſt you reward my true Love, 
And fix them at laſt upon me? 


Sons LXXXVII. See what, xx. 


NL what a Conqueſt Loye has made ! 

B-neath the Myrtle's amorous Shade 1 

Th- charming fair Corinna lies, DP” 
All melting in Deſire, Quench. 


r ! 
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-nching in Tears thoſe flowing E 

That ſet the World on fire. 3 

What cannot Tears and Beauty do ? 

The Youth by Chance came by, and knew 

For whom thoſe Cryſtal Streams did flow 3 
And tho” he nel er before 

To her Eyes brighteſt Rays did bow, 

| Weeps too, and does adore. 


So when the Heavens ſerene and clear, 

Gilded with yautly Light, appear, 

Each craggy Rock and ev'ry Stone 
Their native Rigour keep ; 

But when in Rain the Clouds fall down, 
The hardeſt Marbles weep. 


Sono LXXXVIIL Young Cupid, Gs. 


Qung Cupid one Day wilely, , 
With well diſſembled Act, 
Let fly an Arrow lily, 
And pierc'd me to the H-art. 
And while I figh'd, grew ſtupid, 
But to quit Scores with Cup'd, s 
I learn'd a Way, which ſoon I'll try, 
Since Reaſon takes my Part : 
Fl! ſteal away his Arrows, 
And ſweet Revenge purſue : 
With Women's Hearts I'll head 'em, 
| And then they'll ne'er fly true, 
No, no, they'll ne'er fly true. 


Song LXXXIX. Gently touch, &c. 


WH lovely Charmer, tell me why, 
So very kind, and yet ſo ſhy ? 
Xr. Why dors that cold forbidden Air 
%, Dimps of Sorrow and Deſpair ? 
* | Or why that Smil: my Soul ſubdue, 
: And kiadle up my Flames anew ? 
- 


I 
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In vain you ſtrive with all your Art, 

By Turns, to freeze and fire my Heart 3 
When I behold a Face fo fair, 

So ſweet a Look, ſo ſoft an Air, 

My raviih'd Soul is charm' d all o'er, 

I cannot love thee leſs or more. 


SonG XC. lIanthe the loveh. 


Anthe the lovely, the Foy of the Swain, 
By Iphis was /ov'd, and low'd Iphis again x 
She lud in the Youth, and the Youth in the fair, 
Their Pleaſure was equal, and equal their Care: 
No Time, nor Enjoyment, their Dotage withdrew, 
But the longer they liv'd, fill the fonder they grew, 
A Faſſien ſo B alarm'd all the Plain, 
Seme eruy'd the Nymph, but more envy'd the Stain ( 
Some frvcre, 'twould be pity their Loves to invade, 
That the Lovers alone for each other 2vere made: 
But all, all conſented, that none ever knew 
A Nymph yet ſo kind, or a Shepberd ſo true. 
Love ſaw them with Pleaſure, and wow'd to take Ore 
Of the faithful, the tender, the innocent Pair; 
What either did tant, be bid either to mee, 
| But they wanted nothing, but ever to love : 
Said ta; all that to * 'em bis Godbead could do, 
Thit they till might be kind, and they ſtill might be tru 


SonG XCI. A Celia near, &c. 


S near a Fountain's flow'ry Side, 
The bright Selinda lay, 
Her Looks encreas'd the Summer's Pride, 
Her Eyes the Blaze of Day. 


The Roſes bluſh'd with deeper Red, 
Io ſee themſelves outdone ; 
The Lillies ſhrunk into their Bed, 
To find ſuch Rival thone, 


| 
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Quick through the Air of this Retreat, 
re 
Prepar d to rifle every Sweet 

And ſip the balmy Dew. 

Drawn by the Fragrance of her Breath, 
Her Roſy L ps he found: 

Where he in Tranſport met his Death, 
A And dropp'd upon the Ground. 
Enjoy, bleſs'd Bee, enjoy thy Fate, 
Nor at thy Fall repine, 
Since Kings wou'd quit their Royal State, 
To ſhare a Deach like thine. 


Sons XCII. Love and Foliy. 


OVE and Folly were at Play, 
: Both too wanton to be wile ; 
SY They fell out, and in their Fray, 
Folly put out Cupid's Eyes. 


Strait the Criminal was try'd, 
| And had his Puniſhment aſſign d, 
PI Fully ſhould to Love be ty'd, 
And condemn'd to lead the Blind, 
Then wiſely let's venture, 
Our ſelves to decei ve, 
h Since Fate has decreed us 
, To Love and Believe. 


For all we can gain, 

By our Wiſdom and Eyes, 
re, b to find ourſelves cheated, 
And wretched, when wile. 


Son XCIII. If Love's a ſweet, &c. 


I. Love's a ſweet Paſſion, why dee it torment ? 


If a bitter, O tell me ⁊ubence comes my Complaint ? 
me I ſuffer wwith Pleaſure, why ſhould I complain P 
Or grieve at my Fate, ſince I know "tis in vain? 
Tet ſo pleafing the Pain is, ſs ſoft is the Dart . 
Wk That gr once it 65th xvounds 5 and tickles my Heart. 


-- 
”Y 
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gently, bk languiſh:ny down, 
tlence, 


Tera ber Hand 
I make my Love known, 


nd by paſſicnare 


But oh ? Tun bleſs'd Toben þo lind ſbe does prove, | | 


By ſome ꝛvilling Miſtake to diſcover her Loe; 
ſtriving to hide, ſbe reveals all ber Flame, 
And cur Eyes tell each other, what neither dare name, 


Haw plea fing is Beauty, bow ſweet are the Charm: ? 
How delightful Embiraces, bete peaceful ber Arms ? 
Sure there's nothing ſo eaſy as lcarning to love ; 

*Tis taught us on pF arth, and by all Things above : 
And to Beauty's bright Standard all Heroes muſt y eld, 
For tis Beauty that conquers, and keeps the fur Field, 


Sono XCIV. Three Nymphs, &c 


EE, ſee, like Venus ſhe appears, 
With all her Heaven of Charms ! 
Her ſpotleſs Form, her blooming Years, 
Enchant me to her Arms. 
Were I to chuſe my Fav'rite Joy, 
Or Love, or Kingly Sway; 
Her Smiles would all my Hours employ, 
And ſport the World away, 


Sono XCV. In vain, &c. 


N Vain fond Youth, thy Tears give ober; 
What more, alas! can Flavia do? 
Thy Truth I own, thy Fate deplore : 
All are not happy that are True. 


Suppreſs thoſe Sighs and weep no more ; 
Should Heaven and Earth with thee combine, 
*T were all in vain, fince any Power 
To crown thy Love muſt alter mine, 
But if Revenge can eaſe thy Pain, 
I'll footh the IIIs I cannot cure, 
Till that I drag a hopeleſs Chain, 
And all that I iaflict, endure, 


(135). | 
Song XCVI. My Chloe, &c. 


Y Cblzxe, why do you ſlight me, 
Since all you ask you have ? 
No more with Frowns affright me, 
Nor uſe me like a Slave: 
Good Nature to di ſcover, 
Uſe well your faithful Lover, 
Til be no more a Rover, 
But conſtant to my Grave, 
Could we but change Conditions, 
My Grief would all be flown ; 
Were I the kind Phyfician, 
And you the P. tient grown: 
All own you're wond'rous pretty, 
Well ſhap'd, and alſo witty, 
Enforc'd with gen'ruus Pity, 
Then make my Caſe your own, 
The Sylvan Swan, when dying, 
Has moſt meludious Lays, 
Like him, when Life is flying, 
In Songs I'll end my Days: 
But know, thou cruel Creature, 
My Soul tha!l mount the flecter, 
And I thall fing the ſweeter. 
By warbling forth thy Praiſe, 


SonG XCVII. Why ſhould, &c. 


H foculd a fooliſh Marriage Paw, 
Which long ago was made, 
Oblige us to each ather now, 
When Paſſicn is decay d? 
We loud, and we low'd 
As long as we cru d, 
Till Lowe was low'd out of us both : 
But our Marriage is dead, 
When the Pleaſure is fled ; 
Nas Pleaſure firſt made it an Oath, 
8 N 2 
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And further E in Store, did end, 
What Wrong bas be who 5 
And 4. cou d pive 222 ? 
*Tis a Madneſs that be 
Shou'd be jealous of me, 
Or that I ſhould bar bim of another ; 
Fer all we can gain, 
Is to give curſebves Pain, 
When neither can binder the other, 


SonG XCVIII. Of Leinſter, &. 


| "hp fly, ye happy Shepherds, fly, 
Avoid Philira's Charms, 
The Rigour of her Heart denies 
The Heaven that's in ber Arms. 
Ne'er hope to gaze and then retire, 
Nor yielding to be bleſt, 
Nature, who form'd her Eyes of Fire, 
Of Ice c:mpos'd her Breaſt. 
Yet. lovely Maid, this once believe 
A Slave, whoſe Zeal you move: 
The Gods, alas, your Youth deceive, 
The Heaven conſiſts in Love. * 
In Spite of all the Things you owe, | 
You may reproach em this; 
That where they did their Form beſtow, 
They have deny'd their Bliſs, 


Sono XCIX. I lov'd à bonny Lady. 


ELL me, tell me, charming Creature, 
Vill you never eaje my Pain 
Muſt I die for er" ry Feature ? 
I akways love in wain F 
The Deſire of Admiration 
I: the Pleaſure you purſue : 
Pr ythee, try a laſting Paſſion, 
a Laue as mine for you, 
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Tears and Sigl ing cold not move 
Fer a . ht to dare : _ 
When I plainly told d I Hd you, 
Then you A [ vent too for. 
e ſuch giddy Ways beſeeming ? 
Will my Dear be fickle flill ? 
Conguelt is the Foy of Waen, 
Let their Sluwes be what they 40 
Nor Neglect with Torment: fill me, 
And my de p rate Thoughts increaſe ; 
Pray conſider, if you kill me, 
5 Va will have a Lover leſs, 
6 | If your wand” ring Heart 15 beating 
For new Lovers, let it „; 
But ⁊uben you lave done Coguetting, 
Name a Day and fix 2 ” 


SoncG C. My Love was, &c. 


Y Love was fickle, once and changing, 
Nor e'er would ſettle in my Heart ; 
From Beauty ſtill to Beauty ranging, 
In every Face I found a Dart. 
'T was firſt a charming Shape enſlav'd me, 
8 An Eye then gave the fatal Stroke, 
Till by — Wit Corinna ſav'd me, 
And all my former Fetrers broke. 
But now a long and laſting Anguiſh, 
For Beluidera J endure ; 
Hourly I figh, and hourly I languiſh, 
ady Nor hope to find the wonted Cure. 
P For here the falſe inconſtant Lover, 
After a Thouſand Bezuties ſhewn, 
Does now ſurpr zing Charms difcover, 
And finds Variety in one. 


Song CI. Waft me, &c. 
AIR and (oſt, and gay, and your 


All charm'd | 2 2 7 ſhe A., he ſung * 
N 3 11 
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There wa no Way to ſcape the Dart, 
No Care could guard the Lover : Heart ! 
Ab why ! cry'd I, and dr:pp'd a Teas, 
( Adering, yet de/pairing ere, 

To bade ber to ny ſelf alone,) 
Was ſo much Scocetneſi made for one ! 


But growing bolder in ber Ear, 

T in {ft Numbers told my Care: 

She beard, and rait d me from ber Peet, 
And ſeem'd to olow with equal Heat. 
Lite Heaven's too mighty to expreſs 

My Foys could be 8 Gueſs ; 
AF ſaid I, what bave I done, 

To wihh ter made for more than one ! 


But long I had nct been in View 

Before her Eyes their Beams withdrew, 
E*re I had rechon'd balf ber Charms, 
She junk into another's Arms, 

But ſhe, that once could ſaitbleſi be, 
Wl! farvour bim no more than me; 

He tos will find bimſelf undone, 

And that ſhe's made for more than one, 


SoncG CI. A, Celia, Sc. 


V HEN yielding firſt to Damon's Flames, 
I ſunk into his Arms; 
He Swae he'd ever be the ſame, 
Then rifled all my Charms. 


But fond of what he lung deſir d, 
Too eager of his Prey. 

My Shepherd's Flame, alas, expir d 
Before the Verge of Day. 


My Innocence of Lovers Wars, 
Repr'ach'd his quick Defeat ; 

Couius'd, aſham'd, and bath'd in Tears, 
I mourn'd his cold Retreat, 
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At length, ah Shepherdeſs, cry'd be, 
Would you my Fire renew, 

You muſt, alas, retreat like me; 
I'm loſt if you purſue, 


So N CLIL. Celia, to late you, &c. 


ELIA, too late you wou'd repent 
( The offering all your Store, ; 


Is now but like a Pardon ſent, 
To one that's dead before. 


While at the firſt you cruel prov'd, 
And grant the Bhs too late, . 
You hinder me of one 1 lov'd, 7 
To give me one I hate. 


I thought you innocent as fair, 
When firſt my Court I made ; 

But when your Falſhoods plain appear, 
My Love no longer flay'd. 


Your Bragging of theſe Favours ſhown, 
Whoſe Worth you firſt deface, 

Is melting valu'd Medals down, 
And giving us the Braſs. 


O fince the Thing we beg's a Toy 
That's priz'd by Love alone, 

Why cannot Women grant the Joy 
Before the Love is gone. 


Song CIV. Haſte away, &c. 


I Gently touch'd her Hand, ſhe gave 
A Look that did my Soul enſlave ; 
I prejs'd ber rebel Lips in wain, 
They roſe up to be preſs'd again: 
Thus happy I w farther meant 
Than to be pleas'd and innocent. 
On ber joft Breaſts my Hand I laid, 
And a quick Light Impreſſion made : 
Trey, 
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They, with a kindly Warmth, did glow 
And fel d, and jerm'd 10 — ; * 
Yet truſt me, I no farther meant, 

Than t be pleas'd and innocent. 


On hr Eyes my Eyes did ſtray, 

O'er ker Lie = . did ray; 
Each Senſe 0 Page rawiſh* T t6 Deligbe, 
And my Soul flood prepar d for Flight; 
Blame me nt, F at laſt I means, 

Mare to be pleas d, than innocent, 


Song CV. Yes, all the World, &c. | 


ES, all the World will fure agree, 
He, who's ſ:cur'd of having . 
Will be entirely bleſt ; 
Bur twere in me too great a Wrong, 
To malte one who has been fo long 
My Queen, my Slave at laſt. 


Nor ought theſe Things to be confin'd, 

That were for Publick Good defign'd ; 
Cou'd we, in fooliſh Pride, 

Make the Sun always with us ftay, 

*T wou'd burn our Corn and Graſs away, 
And ſtarve the World befide, 


Let not the Thoughts of Parting fright, 

Two Souls which Paſſion does uaite 0 
Fer while our Love dees laſt. 

1 


Neither will drive to go away, 
And why the Devil thould we lay, 
When once that Love is paſt. 


SoNG CVI. Fair Amoret 7s, &c, 


AIR Amoret is gone aftray , 
Purſue, and ſeek her ev'ry Lover 
1 rell the $: ens by which you may 
The wand'ring Shepherdefs diſcover, 


* 


C. 
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and coy at once her Air, 
Both ſtudy d, tho' both ſeem netlected; 
Careleſs ſhe is with artful Care, 
Aſtecting to ſeem unaffected. 


With Skil! her Eyes dart ev'ry Glance, 
Yet change ſo ſoon you'd ne'er ſuſpect em; 

For ſhe'd o-rſuade hey wound by Chance, 
Tho" certain Aim and Art dire@ them. 

She likes herſelf, yet «thers hates, 

For that which in herſe'f the prizes; 

Ari while ſk» laughs at them, forgets 
She is the Thing that ſhe deſpiſes. 


Song CVII. Tweed-Side. 


Eftrain'd from the Sight of my Dear, 
No Object with Pleaſure I ſee, 

Tho" thouſands al round me appear, 

The World's but a Deſart to me; 
Ev'ry Morning ber Charms to ſurvey 

Sol's Abſence Id gladly excuſe, 
"Tis ber Eyes that reflore me the Day, 

Tit Night when their Luſtre I E ſe. 


In Vain are the Verdures of Spring, 
The Fields dreſs' d ſo bloomingly gay, 

The Birds that delig fg, 
Delight not when Celia : away : 

0b! give the dear Nymph to my Arms, 
And the Seaſons unbeeded may roll, 

Her Preſence lite Midſummer warms 
Her Abſence outfreezes the Pole. 

Reclin'd by ſoft murmuring Streams, 
I weeprng disburthen my Care; 

I tell to the Rocks my fond Themes, 
Whoſe Ecchoes but ſooth my Deſpair 2 

Te Streams that ſoft murmuring i? 
Convey to my Love ev ry Tear; 

Ye Rocks that reſound _ my Wee, 
Repeat my Complaints in ber Ear, 
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O tell ber I /anguiſhing lie, | 
In the midſt of Life's v. Flom, 


That tis only berſelf can ju 
The Cure that retrieves from the Tomb, 
And if the dear Ci arm er ſhall dei gu 
To era my amurous Fire, 
War Man ent will gase all vy Pain, 
New Life and new Pleaſure inſpire. 


Song CVIII. Net this blooming, &e. 


OT th's bl.omiag April Seaſon 
Can relieve wy aching Heart ; | 
Spight of all the Force of Reaſon, 
Still I act a frantick Part: 
As the Canker eats the Roſes, 
And the ſpringing Green deſtroys, 
So Deſpair my Reſt oppoſes, 
And conſumes my rifing Joys. 
Ev'ry Valley, Field and Mountain, 
Flow'ry Plain and verdant Grove, 
Warbling Bia and ſparkling Fountain, 
Minds me of my luckleſs Love. 
When the Cowſlip I diſcover, : 
Springing o'er the Primroſe Fair, 
Thee (I figh) my gentle Lover 
Would have cicpp'd to deck my Hair, 
If I fadly fit reflefting 
By ſome bloomy Hawthorn Tree ; 
All my Sorrows recollecting, 
Love, I cry, reſembles thee ; 
He all Flow'ry can appear, 
Ta conc: al his poiſon'd Dart; 
But the Wretch, that truſts him near, 
Graſps a Thorn and wounds the Heart. 


Sono CIX. My Gaddeſ Celia, Cc, 


HE N Sylvia frites the trembling Strings, 
GT She charms with Melody divine; 
But if a melting Air fhe fings, 
® In Concert all the Muſes join. 
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| 
| 


| 


* * 
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Ne youthful wanton little Lewes 8 
round the beaute-us Charmer fly ; 
| And ery Way the Virgin moves, 
She makes us love; and bids us die. a4 
The Graces preſi about the Fair, ; 
Where Youth and blooming Glories riign 1, - 
And. while her Voice employs the Ear, 
Her Eyes provoke an am ren Pain, 
re, | How fall I mitigate my Woes ? 
| 0 ! where enjey the wiſh" d Redreſs ? 
A Stranger to lt ſoft Repoſe, 
Where Charms and Mufick beth cppreſs. 
With ker in Sym or 
| We ſor, 2 221 2. big b: 
Ard ts ſoft Cadence finking low : 
Intent the Faculties apply. 


Italian Songs are. ewvont to pleaſe, 

Tho" Senſcleſs Words juin ? 
But ev ry one to this agrees, 

Both Senſe and M. fick meet in thee. 


 Soxc CX. Chloe, when J, &c. 


Hie, when I view thee ſmiling, 
4 Joys celeſtial round me move, 
Pleafing Viſions, Care betuiling, 
| Guard my State, and crown my Love, 
To behold thee gaily ſhining, 
Is 2 Plraſure paſt deſigning, 
| 'Ev'ry Feature charms my Sight; 
Put, O Heav'ns | when I'm carefling, 
Thrilling Raptures, never ceaſing, 
Fill my Soul with ſoft Delight. 
S 65 Oh ! thou lovely deareſt Creature 
Sweet Enſlaver of. my Heart; 
Beauteous Maſter - piece of Nature, 
Cauſe of all my Joy and Smart l 


(8 * 
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In thy Arms enfolded lay me, 

To diſſolv ing Byſs convey me, 
Softly ſooth my Soul to Reſt ; 
Gently, kindly, oh my Treaſure! 
Bleſs me, let me die with Pleaſure, 
On thy panting ſnowy Breaſt. 


Song CXI. Celia, my Heart, &c. 


62 my Heart has often rang d 

Like Bees o'er gaudy Flow'rs, 

And many Thouſand Loves has chang'd, 
"Til! it was fix'd on yours: 

But Celia, when I faw thoſe Eyes, 
Tas ſoon determined there; 

Stars might as well forſake the Skies, 
And vaniſh into Air. 


Now, if from this great Rule I err, 
New Beauties to adore, 

May I again turn Wanderer, 
And never ſettle more. 


Song CXII. Thou riſing Sun, &. 
Y HOU riſing Sun, wvboſe gladſome Ray | 
D 


Invites my Fair to rural Play, 
iſpel the Mi, and clear the Skies, 


And bring my Orra to my £yes. 


© were I ſure my Dear to vic, 
Pd climb the Pine-tree's topmoſt Bough, 
Aloft in Air that quivering plays, ' 
And round and round for ever gaze. 
My Orra Moor, where art thou laid? 
t Weds conceal my fleep:ng Maid? 
22 the Roots, enrag d II tear 
Trees that hide my premi d Fair. 
Ob! cou'd I ride on Claudi and Shes, 
Or on the Raven t Piniont riſe ; 
Ye Storks, ye Stam, a Moment 
Aud waft « Lover en bis Way, 


* 
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My Bliſs too long, my Bride denies, 

7 . 7 * fliet, 

Mer yet the Wirtry Blaſts I fear, 

Net Storms, er Nights ſhall keep me here, 
What may for Strength with Steel compare 3 
0b! Love bat Fetters ftronger fur; 

By Bolts of Stcel are Limbs e:nfin'd, 

cc, But crue! Lou: enchains the Mind. 

WM bhnger then lex thy Breaſt, 

When 8 firſt are beſt, 
"Tis mad to go, tit Death to ſtay, 

Away to Or-a, baſte away, 


Sono CXIII. I never ſaw a Face, & e. 


Never ſaw a Face till now, 
That could my Paſſion move, 
I lik'd, and ventur'd many a Vow, 
But durſt not think of Love. 


Till Beauty, charming every Senſe, 
An eaſy Conqueſt made; 

And ſhew'd the Vainneſs of Defence, 

& 0 While Pbriilis does invade. 

. But oh! her colder Heart denies, 

The Thoughts her Looks inſpire ; 

And while in Ice that frozen lies, 

Her Eyes dart only Fire. 


Betwixt Extreams I am undone, 
Like Plants too Northward ſet, 
Burnt by too violent a Sun, 

Or chill'd for waat of Heat. 


Sono CXIV. Fair Chloe my, &c. 


F. Cie my Breaſt ſo alarms, 


From her Pow'r no Refuge I find, 
another I rake to my Arms, 
Yet my (I bei then in my Mind, 
Vableſ” with the Joy Kill a Pleaſure I want, 
Which rone but my * Cele can grant. 
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Let Chloe but ſmile I grow gay, 
And I feel my Heart ſpring with Deliglit, 
On Cblee I could gaze all the Day, 
And Chlce I wiſh for all Night. 


Oh! did Chlze know how I do love, 
And the Pleaſure of loving again, 
My Paſhon her Favour would move, 
And in Prudence ſhe d pity my Pain. 
Gocd Nature and Int'reft ſhou'd both make her kind, 
For the J y ſhe might give, and the Joy ſhe might find, 


Song CXV. Cynthia frowns, &c. 


Ynthia': frowns Tehene"er I woo ber, 
a It fbr ved if I give over: 
Much ſbe fears I ſhould unde ber, 
Fn much mare to loſe her Lover. 
in doubting, ſs refuſes, 
And n+ — 2 . 
Prgthee, Cynthia, [cok bebind you, 
SS 2 rinkles uri 2 you, 
Then too late Deſires wil! ind you, 
When the Power does forſake ꝓcu. 
Think, oh ! think ; oh ! jad Condition, 
T2 be paſt, yet wiſh Fru:ticn! 


Song CXVI. I fix'd my Fancy, &c. 


Right Cyntbia s Pow r divinely great, 
What Heart is not obeying? 
A Thouland Caid: on her wait, 
And in her Eves are playing. 
She ſeems the Quren ot Love to reign ; 
Por che alone diſpenſes 
Such Sweets as beit can entertain 
The Gutt of all the Senſes. 
Her Face a charming Proſpect bring 
Her Breath gives balmy Bliſſes ; 
J hear an Angel when ſhe fings, 
£28 tafle or Hezv'n ug Kiff. s. 


— 
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four Senſes thus the feaſts with Joy, 
From Nature's richeſt Treaſure ; 
Let me the other Senſe employ, 

And I ſhall die with Pleaſure. 


Sox CX VII. Fooliſh Swain, thy, Sc: 


+ Ooliſh Swain, thy Sighs ferbear, 
Nothing can her Paſſion move: 
Calia, with a careleſs Air, 
Laughs to hear the Tale of Love. 


Darts pai gary the Nymph defies, 
eh others Hearts beguile ; 
11. ure ſparkles in her Eyes, 
Gay without an am' tous Smile, 


Celia like the ſeathet d Choir, 
Ever on the Wing for Fleht, 
Hops from this to that D-tfidte, 
Flutt' ring {till in new Delight. 
Pleas'd ſhe ſeems when you are by, 
And when abſent, ſhe's the ſame ; 
Talks of Love like you or I, 
But fancies it an empty Name. 


Always eaſy, ever kind, 

When you think you have her ſure, 
Such a Temper you will find, 

Quick to wound but flow to cure. 


SonG CXVIII. MWhile in the, &ci 


Hile in the Bow'r, with Beauty bu 

The led Amyntor lies; 
While ſinking on Zelinea's Brea, 

He fendy,” fendly, kiſs'd ber Eyes; 

He fondly, fondly, fondly kiſs'd ber Eyes : 
A waking N. ghtingale, wwhbo |, 

Had meurn' d within the Sha 
SCeetly renewy' d ber plaintive 

And woarbled, wwarbled, tbr: the Glade ; 

And warbled, toarbled, 7 thro' the Glade. 
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Mfelodion s San ſtreſi, cry'd the Swain, 
To Shades 161 happy ge; 

Or, if 4wi:b Us tber wilt remain, 
Foroear, f.rbear, thy tuneful Woe : 


Forbear, forbear, ferbear, thy tuneſul Wee, 
While in Zelindi's Arms I he, 
To Seng I a: not free; 
On ber [oft Boſ m while I fogh, 
I Dij.ord, Diicord, fad in thee, 
T Diſcord, Dij:ord, Diſcord, find in thee. 


IFF ASR 


Telinda gives me perſect Foy : 


Ther. ceaſe thy find Intrufion, 
Be filent ; Mufi.: new is Noiſe, 

Variety, Variety, Confuſion ; 

WVarie—ty, Ccnfufion. 


Song CXIX. Ye Gods that, &t. 


E Gods that round fair Celia wait, 
To bring {rom ber bright Eyes our Fate? 

Go tell the Nymph in ſofteſt Sighs, ; 
And tell her, her Adorer dies. 
But if that won't her Pity move, 
And ſhe proud Thing diſdain my Love 

hen let her know; tis all a Lye, 

or haughty Strepbon ſeurns to die. 


Song CXX. Fooliſh Prater, &. 


Ooliſh Prater, what doſt thou 
So early at thy Window do 

With thy tuneleſs Serenade? 
Well't had been, had Tereus made 
Thee dumb as Phi/omel, 
There his Knife had done but well. 
In thy undiſcover'd Neſt 
Thou doſt all the Winter reſt, 
And dreameſt on thy Summer Joys, 
Free from the ſtormy Seaſon's Noiſe, 
Free trom the Ill thou'ft done to me; 
Who diſturbs or ſeeks out thee ? Hutt 
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Sylvia, then do what you will, 
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thou all the charming Notes 
the Woods poetick Throats, 

thy Art could never pay 

t thou'ſt ta'en from me away, 
Cruel Bird, thou'ſ ta'en away 

A Dream out of my Arms, to Day ; 
A Dream that ne'er muſt equal'd be, 
By all that naked Eyes may fee. 
Thou, this Damage to repair, 
Nothing half ſo ſweet or fair, 
Nothing half ſo good can' bring, . 
Tho Men ſay thou bring ſt the Spring, 


Sono CXXI. Gently touch, &c. 


DOI le, by all that's true; 
V More than all Things here below ; 
With a Pleaſure far more great 
Than e er a Creature * yet ; 

And ill cry, F. r 

Bid the Miſer lea ve his Ore, 

Bid the 2 figb no more ; 

Bid the Old be Tung again 

Bid the Nun not think of Ades: 
Sylvia, ben thou this can do, 
Bid me then not think of you. 
Love's not a Thing of Chorce, but Fate; 
What makes me love, makes you to hate, 


Eaſe, or cure, torment, or kill; 
Be kind, or cruel, falſe or true, 
Lowe I muſt, and none but you. 


Song CXXII. Stella, Darling, &c- 
2 2 Muſes, 
A 1 
Sweeteſt Theme = Poet chuſes 
When of thee ak oben, 
7 


While my Soul with Wonder traces, 


All thy Charms of Face and Mind, 


Al! the Beauties, all the Graces 


Of thy Sex in thee I find, 


Love and Joy and Admiration, 


ber preſent we love, when abjent agree, © 


In my Breaſt alternate riſe, 
Words no more can paint my Paſſion, 
Than the Pencil can thy Eyes. 
Laviſh Nature, thee adorning, 
O'er thy Lips and Cheeks hath ſpread 
Colours, that can ſhime the Morning, 
Smiling with Celeſtial Red. 
Could the Gods, in bleſt Condition, 
Aught on Earth with Envy view, 
Povely Stella their Ambition 
| Would be to reſemble you. 


Soo CXXIII. Fair Iris I love, &c. 
AIR Iris I love, and I burly die, 

But nut for a Lip, nor 2 /anguiſhing Eye; 
Sbe t fickle and falſe, and there we pag 0's 
For I am as falſe, and as fickle as ſpe; 

V reither believe what either can ſay, 

And neither believing, wwe neither betray, 

Tir civil to bear, and ſay Things of courſe, 


We: mean not the taking for better for worſe 3 


I think net of Iris, nor Iris of me; 
The Legend of Lowe no Couple tar find, 
So eaſy to part, or ſo equally join'd, 


Sano CXXIV. To all you Ladies, &, 


1 Vain's the Forte af Female Arms, 
In vain their offer'd Love, r 
Their Smiles, their Airs, not all their Charm, 
My Paſſion can remove; | 
For all that's fair and good I find "7 


Ia ge: Form, in cles Mind. 1 
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Let Celia all her Wit diſplay, 
That glitters while it kills, 

My Heart diſdains the fecble Ray, 
Nor Light nor Heat it feels ; 

For all that's bright and gay I find, 

In Cblies Form, in Chloe's Mind. 

Fair Flavia ſhines in Gems of Gold, 
And uſes all her Arts; 

Not richeſt Chains my Heart can hold, 
Unpierc d by Diamond Darts: 

For all that's rich and fair I find : 

In Chile's Form, in Choc Mind. 


They once had Pow'r to wound ; 

When Cblee ſpeaks, they are no more, by 
But mix with common Sound ; 

All Grace, all Harmony I find 

In Chlze's Form, in Chlee's Mind. 


Sox CKXV. Would Fate to me, &c. 


V OU meaner Beauties of the Night, 
Who poorly ſatisfy ur Eyes, 
More with your Number than Light, 

Like common People of the hier, 

What are you when the Mon doth riſe ? 
Yu Violets, that firft appear, 

By your fine purple Mantles knexwn, 
Like the proud Virgins of the Year, 

As if the Spring were all your own ; 

M bat are you when the Roſe is blown ? 
Yau warbling Chanters of the Wood, 

Who fill your Ears with Nature's Lays, 
Thinking your Paſſion's under flood 

By meaner A cents; what's your Praiſe, 

Philomel ber Voice doth raiſe ? 
Yeu glorious Trifles of the Eaſt, 
Eftimations Fancies raiſe, 

Pearls, Rubies, Saphires, and the refs 
glitt ring Gems; what is your Praiſe, 

2 5 the bright Di mond ſhews bis Rays? 
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So when my Princeſs ſhall be ſeen, 
In Beauty ber fo 22 
By Virtue firſt, then Cheice, a Queen; 
Tell me, if ſbe were not defign'd 
TD Eclipſe and Glory of ber kind. 
The Roſe, the Violet, and the tubole Spri 
Une bo Breath f or Sweetneſs run FW 
The Di monds darken'd in the Ring, 
If ſhe appears the Moon's undone, 
As in the Preſence of the Sun. | 
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Sono CXXVI. My Goddeſs Celia 


E linda, ſee from yonder Flowers 
rr 
Can you perceive what it devours. Yo 
Are they impair'd in Shew or Smell ? 
So tho? I robb'd you of a Kifs, 
Sweeter than their Ambroſial Dew, 
Why are you angry at my Bliſs, Ti 
Has it at all | ith's you? 
"Tis by this Cunning I contrive, 
In Spite of your unkind Reſerve, 
To keep my famiſh'd Love alive, 
Which you inhumanly wou'd ſtarve. 


Song CXXVII. Dear Colin, Se. 


DY Colin, prevent my warm Bluſhes, 
Since how can I ſpeak without Pain, 
My Eyes have oft told you my Withes, 

Oh! can't you their Meaning explain: 
My Paſſion would loſe by Expreſſion, 

And you too might cruelly blame; 
Then don't you expect a Confeſſion 

Of what is too tender to name: 
Since yours is the Province of Speaking 
Why thould you expect it from me > 

Our Wiſhes ſhould be in our keeping, 
Till you tell us what they ſhould be: 
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Then quickly why Jon't you diſcover, 


Did your Heart feel ſuch Tortures as mine 7 
I need not tell over and over, 


What I in my Boſom confine. 
Sons CXXVIII. Dear Colin, Ec. 


Ear Madam, when Ladies are willing, 
A Man m needs look like a Feel, 
Fer me, I would not grue a Shilling, 
For one that can love out of Rule : 
At leaſt you ſhould wait for aur Offers, 
Nor ſnatch like wr —— in Deſpair, 
If you'we liv d to theſe Years without Proffers, 
2 Sigbt are now [oft in the Air. 
You ſhould leave us to gueſs at Meaning, 
And nat ſpeak the ase hs ple ; 
"Tis ours to be forevard and - 
And yours to affect a Diſdain : 
That you're in 4 terrible Taking, 
By all your fond Oglings I ſee :- 
The Fruit that will fall withcut ſhaking, 
Indeed, is too mel:ow for me. | 


Song CXXIX. When Delia on, &c. 


ww HEN Del:a on the Plain appears, 

Aw'd by a Thouſand tender Fears, 

I would approach, but dare not move, 

Tel! me, my Heart, if this be Love. 

Whene'cr ſhe ſpeaks, my ravith'd Ear, 

No other V. ice but her's can bear, 

No other Wit but her's approve, Tell me, &e. 
If ſhe ſome other Swain commend, 

Tho” I was once his ſondeſt Friend, 

That Inftant, Enemy 1 prove, Tell me, &c. 
When ſhe is abſent, I no more, 

Delight in all, that pleas'd before: : 
The cleareſt Spring or ſhady Grove, Tell me, — 
1 


( 154 ) 
When arm'd with in ſolent Diſdain, 
She ſeem'sd to triumph o'er my Pain; 
I trove to hate, but vainly ſtrove, Tell me, tec, 


Sono CXXX. Charming Chloe, Ce 


Harming Chlce, look with Pity 
On your faithful Love-fick Swain: 
Hear, oh hear this doleful Ditty, 
And relieve his mighty Pain: 


Find you Muſick in his Sighing, 
Can you ſee him in Diftreſs, 


Wiſhing, trembling, panting, "dying, 
Yet afford no kind Redreſs? 


Strepben, mov d by lawful — 
For no Favours rudely ſues: 

All his Flame is out of Faſhion, 
Ancient Honour for him woes, 


Love for Love's the Swain's Ambition, 
But if that is doom'd too great, 
Pity, Pity his Condition, 
Say at leaſt you do not hate, 
Shou'd you, fonder of a Rover, 
Practiꝭ d in the Art of Guile, 
Slight ſo true and kind a Lover, 
Chloe, might not Strepben ſmile ? 
Yes : well pleas'd at thy Undeing, 
Vulgar Lovers might upbraid 3 
, conſcious of thy Ruin, 
Soon wou d be a ſilent Shade. 


Song CXXXI. Gently touch, &c. 


Tre when you ſee me fly, 
hheuld that pots 2 create q 
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Did I out of Hatred run, 

1 mould be my Pace and Care; 
But the Youth I læve to ſpun ! 

Who could ſuch a Trial bear? 
Who, that fc a Swain did ſee, 
Who could and fly like me ? 
Cruel bids me go; 

—2 — my lay; 
uy} ill to Love a 1 

ball Tebis or that obey # F 
Duty fr-wns and Cupid ſmiles, 
That defends, and this beguiles. 
Ever, by this al 

I could fit and ſec thee figb, 

Raviſb' d with this pleafing Dream, 
0b! "tis 4worſe than Death to fy? 
Fut the D is ſo N 
Fear gives Wings 1 Lad of Feet. 
love me, Strephon {ave me, 
l, F you ſtay, Tan undone : 
06! you may with Eaſe deceive me; 

Pritbee, charming Boy, Ye pre 8 
The Gads decree, that we part; 

They bave my Vow, but you my Heart. 


Sox CXXXII. See from the, &c. 


Y E E from the ſilent Grove Alexis flies, 
And ſeeks with ev'ry pleaſing Art, 
To eaſe the Pain which lovely Eyes 
Created in his Heart, 
To ſhining Thea tres he now repears, 
To learn Camilla's moving Airs, 
Where thus 8 Power the Swain addreſũ d his 
S. 


* Charming Sounds that ſweetly languiſh! 
* Mufick, Oh! compoſe my Anguiſh ! 


! Ey'ry Paſſion yields to thee, 


$ Phabu 
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© Phebus, quickly then relieve me; 


© Cupid ſholl no more deceive me, 
© I'll to ſprightlier Joys be free, 


Apollo heard the fooliſh Swain, | 
He knew when Daphne once he lov d, 

How weak t'aſſuage an am'rous Pain, 

His own harmonious Art bad prov'd, 

And all his healing Herbs how vain : 

Then thus he ftrikes the pleaſing Strings, 

Preluding to his Voice and fings. 


© Sounds, tho' charming; can't reli:ve thee, 
© Do not, Shepherd, then deceive thee, 

© Muſick is the Voice of Love: 

© If the tender Maid believe thee, 

© Soft relenting, kind conſenting, 

© Will alone thy Pain remove, 


Sonc CXXXIII. God of Sleep, &i. 


OD of Sleep for whom I languiſh, 
God of pleaſing Dreams and Peace, 

Gently ſooth a Lover's Anguiſh, 

Help to make his Tortures ceaſe, 


Spread thy ſacred Pinions o'er me, 
Lull the buſy Soul to reſt, 
"Then bring her [ love before me, 
She that's painted in my Breaſt, 


If kind as fair, my Bliſs I'll keep, 

And great as Jeve, the World forfake 2 
Let me, thus bleſs'd, for ever fl:ep, 

And be, and dream and never wake; 


But ſhou'd the Fair, divinely bright, 
Reje&t my Vows, and ſcorn my Flame, 
Fly, fly, kind Sleep, reſtore the Light, 
Let Strpben know "twas all a Dream. 
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Sons CXXXIV. Why will, &c, 


Rom Native Stalk the Provence Roſe, 
I pluckt with green Attire ; I 
But ob ! upon its Graces bung 
A Fultus to . 
an wile, deſtroy 25 Wem, 
— n t 


227 'd me of the 34 . 
And prov'd the lucky bie 

bo beauteous Nymphs too 
_ erleft Meu to tru 


_—— ant Lovers plead i in vain, 
e for being juſt, 


Song CXXXV. Tweed-Side. 


Hat Torment, ye Pow'rs I ſuſtain, 


How my Boſom is tortur'd with Care ? 


In Pity relieve my ſoft Pain, 

Or give me more Courage to bear ; 
+ Let me ſwim in an Ocean of Bliſs, 
Or fink in a Torrent of Grief : 


An Heaven of Delight they poſſeſs, 
Who' from Hell of Deſpair have Relief. 


So NG CXXXVI. was on a, &c. 


HE Night was ſtill, the Air ſerene, 
Fann'd by à ſouthern Breeze ; 


The glimm' ring Moon might juſt be ſeen, 
Reflecting thro' the Trees. 


The bubbling Water's conſtant Courſe, 
From off th adjacent Hill, 

Was mournful Eccho's laft Reſource, 
All Nature was fo ſtill. 


The conſtant Shepherd 4 this Shade, 
By Sorrow ſore oppteſs d 


„ 
Cloſe by a Fountain's Margin laid, 
Hie Pain he thus expreſs d. 

Ah, wretched Youth ! why didſt thou love, 
Or hope to meet Succeſs ; 

Or think the Fair would conſtant prove, 
Thy blooming Hopes to bleſs ? 

Find me the Roſe, on barren Sands ; 
The Lilly midſt the Rocks; 

The Grape in wide deſerted Lands ; 
A Wolf to guard the Flocks. 

Thoſe you, alas! will fooner gain, 
And will more eafy find, 

Than meet with anght but cold Diſdain, 
In faithleſs Womankind. 


Riches alone now win the Fair, 
Merit they quite deſpiſe ; 

The conſtant Lover, through Deſpair, 
Becauſe not wealthy, dies 


Sox CXXXVII. Sweet are, &c. 
5 T is not, Celia, in our Pœsv'r, | 
I To ſay bow long aur Love will lift ; 
may be, Toe, within this Hour, 
May t:ſe the Jays Tve now ds taſte; 
The bleſſed, that immortal be, 
From Change in Love are :nly free, 


Then fince wwe mortal Lovers are, 
Ait net boru long our Loves cuil Laßt; 
But while it does, let us take Care 
Each Minute be with Pleaſure paſt : 
Were it not Madneſs to deny 
To live, becauſe we are ſure to die 
Fear not, tho" Love and Beauty fail, 
My Reaſon ſhall my Heart direct; 
Tour Kindneſs new ſhall then prevail, 
And Paſion turn into Reſpect : 
Celia, at wworfl, you in the End, 
But change a Lever for @ Friend. 
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Sono CXXXVIII. Greentood-Tres, 


Arewel the World, and mortal Cares, 
The raviſh'd Strepben cry d, 
As full of Joy and tender Tears 
He lay by Pbillis Side: 
| Let others toil for Wealth and Fame 
Whilt not one Thought of mine 
At any other Blifs ſhall aim, 
But thoſe dear Arms of thine ! 
Still let me gaze on thoſe bright Eyes, 
And hear thy charming Tongue, 
] nothing ask to ſwell my Joys, 
But thus eo tee | em long. 
In cloſe Embraces let us lie, 
And ſpend our Lives to come, 
Then let us both together die, 
And be each other's Tomb. 


ice, | Song CXXXIX. Chloe, be wiſe, Ec, 


HE, that wor"4 gain a conflant Lever, 
Muſt at a Diſtance heep the Slawb; 
Not by a Look her Heart diſcover, 
Men ſhould but gueſs the Thoughts woe bave, 
Whilſt they're in doubt, their Flame increaſes, 
And all Attendance they till pay : 
When dor re poſſeſs" d their Trans ceaſes, 
And Nur, lize Papours, fleet away. 


SoncG CXL., Had I the, &c. 
(} O tell Amyntas, gentle Swain, 


I cannot die, nor dare complain ; 
Thy tuneful Voice with Numbers join, 
Thy Words will more prevail than mine. 
To Souls oppreſs d, and dumb with Grief, 
The Gods ordain this kind Relief, | 
| TH P 2 ; That 
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That Muſick ſhou'd in Sound convey 
What dying Lovers dare not ſay. 
A Sigh or Tear perhaps we'd give, 
But Love on Pity cannot live | 
Tell her, that Hearts for Hearts were made, 
And Love with Love is only paid. 
Tell her my Pains fo faft increaſe, 
That ſoon will be paſt Redreſs 
For ah ! the Wretch that ſpeechleſs lies, 7 
Attends but Death to cloſe his Eyes. 


SoncG CXLI. Folly Mortals, &c. 


Ove's a Dream of mighty Treaſure, 
Which in ——— F . | 
In the Folly lies the Pleafure, 
Wiſdem always makes it leſs. 
When we think, by Paſſion beated, 
We a Goddeſs bade in Chace, 
Like Ixion wwe are cheated, 
And a gaudy Cloud embrace. 
Ha ay is the Lover, 
's Miftreſs well decerve ; 
Seeking nothing to diſcover, 
He contented lives at Eaſe, 
But the Wretch, that wwould be knowing 
What tbe fair-one would diſguiſe, 
Labours for his own Undoing, 
Changing happy to be wiſe. 


Sono CXLII. Bieß'd as the, &c. 


Thers falſe Tongues can you believe, | 
Yet not my truer ſpeaking Eyes ? 
Mens Tongues Love teaches to deceive, 
But with his Looks no Lover lies. 
T he leſs I boaſt my real Flame, 
The more my Paſſion Truth beſpeakes ; 
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Not what the Tonzne, but Eyes proclaim, 
Love's Infidel a Convert makes. 


For Lovers, like profeſſing Friends, 
Are more believ'd, the leſs they ſay; 
Who more our artful Speeches minds, 

Than Looks, does her own Faith betray. 


Believe not my loud Rivals then, 

Whilſt they to thee ſuch Love profeſs ; 
True Love is, like true Courage, ſecn, 

But more as we pretend t'it leſs, 


Soxc CXLIII. Ianthe the, &c. 


HE Charms of bright Beauty fo preverfl ave, 
] "Tis for that ve make Peace, and for that wwe 
make War : 
Then teil me no more of Religion and Laws, 
Tour Cant of Iniuſtice, your good and bad Canſe ; 
Tur Conqueſts and Triumphs, your Captrues and Spolsy 
Shall never incite me ta hazardous Toils. 


To be great, wiſe, ard wealthy, I never would chuſe, 
S$hou'd the Nymph T adore her Fawnurs refuſe ; 

Then let my Eugenia be faithful and bind, 

Fl! ww:ary the Winter, TI ⁊veatter the Mind; 

Tl rawaze the Seas, the Earth and the Air, 

And combat, for ber, even Death and Deſpair, 


Soxo CXLIV. Stay, Shepherd, &c 


\ Why did e'er my Thoughts aſpire h 
To with for that no Crown can buy, 
*T'is Sacril-ge, but to defire 
What ſhe in Honour will deny. 


As Indians do the Eaftern Skies, 
I at a Diſtance muſt adore . 

The briahter Glories of her Eyes, 
And ncver date pretend to more, 


P3 LONG 
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So v CXLV. Colin's Complaint. 


E AR Cble, whilſt thus beyond Meaſure, 
You treat me with Doubts and Diſdain ; 
You rob all your Youth of its Pleaſure, 
And hoard up an old Age of Pain : 
Your Maxim, that Love is till founded 
On Charms that will quickly decay, 
You'll find to be very ill grounded, 
When once you its Dictates obey. 
The Paſſion, from Beauty firſt drawn, 
Your Kindneſs will vaſtly improve, 
Soft Smiles and gay Looks are the Dawn, 
Fruition's the Sun-ſhine of Love. 
And tho” the bright Beams of your Eyes 
Should be clouded that now are ſo gay, 
And Darkneſs poſſeſs all the Skies, 
We ne'er can forget it was Day. 
Old Darby, with Jean by his Side, 
You've often regarded with Wonder 
He's Dropfical, She is fore Ey'd. 
Yet they're ever uneaſy aſunder. 
Together, they totter about, 
Or fit in the Sun at the Door, 
And at Night when old Darby's Pot's out, 
His Jaan will not ſmoak a Whiff more. 


No Beauty or Wit they poſſeſs, 
Their ſeveral Failings to ſmother ; 

Then what are the Charms, can you gueſs, 
That make em fo fond of each other? 
*Tis the pleaſing Remembrance of Youth, 

The Endearments that Love did beſtow, 
The Thoughts of paſt Pleaſure and Truth, 
The beſt of all Bleſſings below. 


Thoſe Traces for ever will laſt, 
Which Sickneſs nor Time can remove, 
For when Youth and Beauty are paſt, 
Old Age brings he Winter of Love, 
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A Friendſhip inſenſibly grows, 

By Reviews of ſuch Raptures as theſe, 
The Current of Fondneſs ftill flows, 
Which decrepid old Age cannot freeze. 


Sono CXLVI. Dear Chloe, &c. 


EAR Chloe attend 
To th Advice of a Friend, 
Hind for once be admoniſh"'d by me : 


Before 
2 pur; 21 Are, 
Think bow Summer and Winter agree, 
Think bow Summer and Winter agree. 
So ancient a Fruit, 
Fur want of a Ret, 
I: doom d to a ſpeedy Decay; 
Youth might ripen your Charms, 
But old Age in Arms, 
Believe me, dear Maid, 
Ween the beſt Cards are play d, 
Yu ſeldom can meet with a Trump; 
xd to help the Feft on, 
When the Sucker is gone, 
What a Plague would you do with a Pump 
Let Men of Threeſcore | 
Think of Wedlock no more, 
net be that Nooſe ; 
The Cripple t a4 oof , 
Without any 


Can have no great Ocea ſion for Shoes, 
A Cleck out of Repair 
Death but ba ly declare 

The Hour of the Day or the Night 
Fer, anleſs, my dear Love, 
The Pendulum move, 


"102%'d be frarge if the Clock pod go rizhe, 
SONG 
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Sox CXLVII. My Goddeſs, &c, 


T is not that I love you leſs 
Than when before your Feet I hy ; 

But to prevent the ſad Encreaſe, 

Of hopeleſs Love, I keep away. 
In vain (alas !) for every Thing, 

Which I have known belong to you, 
Your Form does to my Fancy bring, 

And makes my old Wounds bleed anew. 
Who, in the Spring from the new Sun, 

Already has a Fever got, 
Too late begins thoſe Shafts to ſhun, 

Which Phabus thro' his Veins has ſhots 


Too hte he would the Pain aſſwage, 
And to thick Shadows does retire ; 

About with him he bears the Rage, 
And in his tainted Blood the Fire, 


But vow'd I have, and never muſt 
Your baniſh'd Servant trouble you 

For if I break, your may miſtruſt 
The Vow I made to love you too. 


Sono CXLVIIL Bacchus one, &c. 


Ove is like the raging Ocean, 
When the ſwelling Surges riſe 

IV inds, which guide its troubled Marion, 

Women's Temper well ſupplies, 
Man's the ealy Bark and ' 

On the * * of the 2 
To the worſt of Ils betraying, 

Cupid muſ} the P uot . 


Sono CXLIX. Born with the, &c. 


ORN rieb the Vices of my Kind 
I were i:con/tant too, 


: | Dear 


/ 
P: 
H 
Le 
T 
T 


829 ere 


( 165 ) 
bia, could I roving find 

9 1 

The rolling 8 of my Blood, 

By Virtue 43 low ; N 

Should a new Shower encreaſe the Flood, 

Too ſoon tc overflow. 

But Frailty, when thy Face I 

2 

Uncommon muſt her Graces be, 

Whoſe Lock can bound Deſire. 

Nor to my Virtue, but thy Power, 

1 F 

When Change itſelf can give no more, 

"Tis eaſy to be true, oy 


SonG CL. Power of Love. 


T Dead of Night, when wrapt in Sleep, 
The peaceful Cottage lay ; 
Paftora left her folded Sheep, 
Her Garland, Crook, and uſeleſs Scrip : 
Love led the Nymph aſtray. 


Looſe, and undreſs'd, the takes her Flight, 
To a near Myrtle Shade ; 

The conſcious Moon gave all ber Light, 

To blefs her raviſh'd Lover's Sight, 
And guide the charming Maid. 

His eager Arms the Nymph embrace, 
And to aſſwage his Pain, 

His reſtleſs Paſſion he obeys, 

At ſuch an Hour, in ſuch a Place, 
What Lover could contain ? 

In vain the call'd the conſcious Moon, 
The Moon no Succour gave; 

The cruel Stars, unmov'd, look on, 

And ſeem d to ſmile at what was done, 
Nor would her Honour fave. 


Van- 


( 166 ) 


Vanquiſh'd at laſt by pow'rful Love, 
The Nymph expiring hy; | 
No more ſhe figh'd, no more the trove, 
Since no kind Stars were found above, 

She bluſh'd and dy'd away, 


Yet bleſs'd the Grove, her conſcious Flight | 
And Youth that did betray 

And panting, dying, with Delight, 

She bleſs'd the kind — Night, 
And curs'd approaching Day. 


Sox CLI. Ten Years, lite, &c. 


EN Tears, like Troy, my flubborn Hears | 
Withſtzod th Aſſault of fond Defire : | 
But now, alas! I feel a Smart, 
Poor I like Troy, am ſet on Fire, 


With Care we may a Pile ſecure, 
Ard from all common Sparks defend : 

Put eb! wvko can a Houſe ſecure, 
When the celeftial Flames deſcend 

Thus was I ſafe, "till from your Eyes 
Deftru&;we Fires are brightly groen : 

Ab ! who can ſhun the warm Surprize, 
When lo! the Light' ning comes from Heawn, 


Song CLII. Grim King of, &c, 


AN Love be controul'd by Advice? 
Will Cupid our Mothers ? 
Tho' my Heart were as frozen as Ice, 
At his Flame it would have melted away, 


When he kiſs'd me, ſo cloſely he preſt, 
Twas ſo ſweet I muſt have comply d: 
So I thought it both ſafeſt and beſt 
To marry, for Fear you ſhould chide. 


son 


1 Fey Fa a 


( 167 ) 


Sono CLIII. Vanton Chloe, Ec, 
| AY, lovely Dream, where couldſt thou find 
Shades to counterfeit that Face; 
| Colours of this glorious Kind 
| Come not from any mortal Place. 
In H-aven itſelf, thou, ſure, wert dreſt 
With that Angel- like Diſguiſe © 
Thus deluded am I bleft, 
And ſee my Joy with cloſed Eyes, 
But ah ! this Image is too kind, 
To be other than a Dream; 
bo Cruel Sachariſſa s Mind 
Never put on that ſweet Extream. 
| Fair Dream, if thou intend'ſt me Grace, 
Change that heavenly Face of thine; 
Paint deſpis d Love in thy Face, 
And make it to appear like mine. 
Pale, wan, and meagre let it look, 
With a Pity moving- Shape, 
Such as wander by the Brook 
Of Lethe, or from Graves eſcape, 
Then to that matchleſs Nymph appear, 
In whoſe Shape thou ſhineſt fo, 
Softly in her ſleeping Ear 
With humble Words expreſs my Wor. 
Perhaps from Greatneſs, State, or Pride, 
Thus ſurprized ſhe may fall: 
oh Sleep does Diſproportion hide, 
And Death reſembling equals Al. 


Song CLIV. I#hbat ſhall I do, &. 


V Irgins are like the fair Fl wy'r in its Luſtre, 

Which in the Garden enamels the Ground ; 

Near it the Bees in Play flutter ant cluſter, 

Ad gaudy Butterflies ſrolick around ;; 

But, when orce pluchd, tis no langer alluring, 
To Covent-Garden tis ſent (as yet ſrvcer,) 

There fades and ſprinks, and grows paſt all erdur, g 
Rets, flinks, ard dies, and is tred under Frere, 8 ON G 


(1689) 


Son CLV. Dying Swan. 


Hen Cynthia ſatu Bathſheba's Charms 
In wanton Colours 


22 


7 S. — 5 — 
* 
To e 8 — Eye arias Pens . 
Beauties ſhe alone could Leafs. 
A A th drew, 
45 check . — — s Pride, 
To weil thoſe Charms ſhe only knew, 
Thoſe Beauties only ſhe could bide. 
"Ts well, enamaur d Lamon 2 
E'en let the paultry Copy fall, 
By you the Loſs is well ſu 7254 
In you Te find tb Orig ina hol 


SONG CLVI. Stay, Shepherd, &c. 


Hen Molly beneath her Cow, 
I feel my Heart I can't tell kow ; 
When Molly is on Sunday dreſt, 

On Sundays I can take no Reſt. 

What can I ds on Working- Days ? 

I lave my Work on ber to gaze: 

What ſhall I ſay ? At Sermons I 
Forget the Text when Molly's by. 


__ Maſter lhe — me 2 bo 
0 7 5 

N 
Song CLVII. ee if you, &c. * 


Amen, if you will believe me, 


"Tis not ſighing round the Plain, 
Jong nor Sonnet can relieve ye; 


Faint Attempts in Love are vain, Urge 


. 


( 169 ) 
Urge but Home the fair 
And be Mafter of the Field ; 
To a powerful kind Invaſion, 
Twere a Madneſs not to yield. 
Tho" ſhe vows ſhell ne er permit ye, 
Cries, you're rude, and much to blame, 
And with Tears implores your Pity ; 
Be not merciful for Shame. 
When the fierce Aſſault is over, 
Chris Time enough will find, 
This her cruel furious Lover, 
Much more gentle, not ſo kind. | 


Son CLVIIL Can then a, &c. 


AN then a Look create 6 
C bi b Time can ne'er remove ? 


Tu, fooliſh Heart, again thou'rt caught 
25 thou bleed. for Love. ; 

She ſees the Conqueſt of ber E 

or 1 25 Wound fhe = 

She ſmiles, ⁊vbene er bis Bluſhes riſe ; 
And, Sigbing, ſbunt ber Slave, 

Then, Swain, be bold, and ſtill adore ber, 
Still ber flying Charms purſue ; 

Love and Bure both implare ber, 
Pleading Night and Day for you! 


Song CLIX. As Celia near a, &c. 


Henever, Chle, I begin 
Your Heart, like mine, to move, 
You tell me of the crying Sin 
Of unchaſte lawleſs Love. 


How can that Paſſion be a Sin, 
Which gave to Chloe Birth ? 

How can thoſe Joys but be divine, 
Which make a Heav'n on Earth, 


( 170 ) 

To wed, Mankind the Prieſts trapann'd 
By ſome fly Fallacy, g 

And diſobey'd God's great Command, 
Increaſe and multiply. 

| You fay that Love's a Crime, content 
Yet this allow you muſt, 

More Joy's in Heav'n when one repent, 
Than over ninety juſt. 

Sin then, dear Girl, for Heav'ns Sake, 
Repent, and be forgiven ; 

Bleſs me, then by Repentance make 
A Holiday in Heav'n, | 


Song CLX. Ye Shepherds and, &c. 


E Nymphs and ye Stwains, from the Grot em and the 
Plains, 
e 


nd my Complaints, and give Ear te wy Strait; 
No Lover in Story, or ancient or now, 

Has ſuffered ſu much for a Paſſion ſo true. 

The Nymph I adore's neither crue!, ner nd. 

To Love ſeems averſe, to my FrindjÞip n d. 

She faniles ⁊uben I'm gay, toben I ſigt ſhe lin ge 
She admits me ber Friend, but denies me her Slawe, 
T tell her I'm dying, fhe at tobat I all : 

J fall at her Feet, bit alas tævont avail, 

She wonders, why trembling I figh, and complain, 
And pities my Caſe, thorgh ſhe lauf br ar my Pain, 
A Boſom ſe frozen, what Lower can bear ? 

Or ſay, O ye Powers, fhall! I kepe or deiparr ? 

Gr fly to a wwarmer, or binder thay ſbe, 

Abo ll as ſan give me Pain, and as joan jet me free, 


Sono CLXI. Fam a poor, &c. 


Am a poor Shepherd undone, 
And can't be cur'd by Art, 
For a Nymph as bright as the Sun 
Has ſtole away my Heart ; 


( 1751 ) 

And how to get it again, 

There's none but the can tell, 
To cure me of my Pain, 

By ſaying the loves me well ; 
And alas ! poor Shepberd, alack, a wvell-a , 
Before I was in Love, ob! every Month cut May» 
If to Love ſhe cou'd not incline, 

I told her I'd in an Hour; 
To die, ſays ſhe, tis thine, 

But to love tis not in my Pow'r: 
I ask'd her the Reaſon why 

She cou'd not of me approve ? 
She ſaid, *twas a Task too hard, 

To give any Reaſon for Love; And alas! Ec. 
Che ask'd of me my Eſtate ; 

I told her a Flock of Sheep, 
The Graſs whereon they graze, 

Where the and I might fleep, 
Beſides a good ten Pound, 

In old King Harry's Groats 3 


With Hooks and Crooks abound, 


And Birds of ſundry Notes; And alas! por, Sc. 
Song CLXII. How, court, &c. 


OW, court Dorinda! who the Devil 
Weu'd ever prove ſo tame a Set ? 

If you" re kind, then ſhe's uncivil, 

2 you would love, then ſhe will nat. 
To contradi is all ber Pleaſure, 

Her utmoſt Virtue to deny, 
Her Modeſty , that boafted Treaſure, 

Is to give beſelf the Lie. 


Den ne er, miſtaten Youth fland doatins 


On Woman fer ber Beauty's Sake, 
Net for a filly Prize lie plotting, 
Which ſhe'll nat giue, but you may take, 
_— n Mk the Pow'r within . 
Then bol 1 can't withſtand : 
You'll fied he 25200 Was to —_ 
1; to engage with Sword in Hand, 
Qz SONG 


2. 


( 1792 ) 
Sons CLXIII. Blow, Blow. 


Low, blow, thou Winter Wind, 
Thou art not ſo unkind 
As Man's Ingratitude ; 
Thy Truth is not fo keen, 
Becauſe thou art not en, | 
Altho' thy Breath be rude, * 
Altho” thy Breath be rude, 
Freeze, Freeze, thou bitter Sky, 
Thou canſt not bite ſo nigh 
As Benefits forgot ; 
Tho” through the watery Warp, 
Thy Sting is not ſo ſharp, 
As Friend remembred not, 


Song CLXIV. 4s Fidlers, &c. 


N Laſs that would know bow to manage a Maw 
Let ber liften and learn it from me, 
Courage to quell, or bis Heart to trepan 
_ the Time and Occaſion agree. : 
The Girl that has Beauty, tho' ſma be her Wit, 
May 3 the 8 or the Beau, 
* Rake may repel, or may draw in the Cit, 
By the Uſe e of that pretty Ward, No. 
When prwuder”d Toupers around are in chat, 
Each fliriving 4 Paſſien to ſhow, 
With kiſs me, and love me, _ and all that, 
Let ber anſwer to all be, 
When a Doſe is centrie/'d to Flows @ 
nt Preſent, @ Treat, or 357 ** 
2 ber Empire ſhe'll keep 
4 Ne bo be 3 * 


But when M. Dapperwit _— bis Hand, 
Her Partner in Wedlack to go; 


Al Horſe, and a Coach, and — Lond, 
She's an Idict, if then ſhe ſays No 


„ __ % 7 Wd Wd 


C. 


(173) 

But if ſhe's attack'd by a Youth full of Charms, 
Whoſe Courtſhip proclaims bim a Man ; 

When preſi d to lis Boſom, and claſp'd in bis Arms, 
Then let her ſay No, if be can, 


Song CLXV. You little blind, &c. 
O charming Celia's Arms I flew, 
2 
2 3 , 


Left in the ſweet tumultuous Foy, 
Ard pleas'd beyond expreſſing ; 
Hrw can your Slawe, my Fair ſaid I, 
Reward ſo great a Blaſing 
The ⁊obele Creation: Wealth ſurvey 
Thro* bath the Indies —_— : , 
A what brib'd Senates give away, 
And fighting Mcnarchs ſquander. 
The richeſt Spoils of Earth and Air 
The ri led Ocean's Treaſure 
"Tis all too por a Bribe by far, 
To purchaſe ſo much Pleaſure. 
Sbe bluſhing cry'd — my Life my Dear, 
Since Celia thus you fancy, 
Give her, but tit too much, I fear, 
A Rundlet of right Nantzy. 


Song CLXVI. The Wanton, &c. 


HE wanton God, that pierces Hearts, 
Dips in Gall his pointed Darts, 
But the Nymph diidains to pine, 
Who bathes the Wound with roſy Wine. 
Farewel Lovers, when they're cloy d; 
If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy d, 
Sure the ſqueamiſh Fops are free 
To rid me of dull Company. 


They have Charms, whilſt mine can pleaſe, 
I love them much, but more my Eaſe ; 


( 274 ) 
Nor jealous Fears my Love moleſt, 
Nor faithleſs Vows ſhall break my Reſt. 
Why ſhould they e*er gi e me Pain, 
Who to give me Joy diſdain ? 
All I hope of mortal Man, 
Is to love me—whilſt he can. 


Sono CLXVII. What ibo I, &c, 


HAT tho) I am a Country Laſs, 
w A bfty Mind I bear-a, 4 
And think myſelf as good as thoſe, 

ay rel wwear-a. 
What the my Clothes are Home-/pun Grey, 
My Skin it is as ſaſt- a, 
At thoſe that in their Cypreſs Veik, 
Carry their Heads aloft · a | 
What tho" I keep my Father's She 
It is what wu be dane-a : 1 
A Garland of the feeeteft Flowers 
Shall ſhade me from the Sun-a, 
Aud when I ſee they feeding be, 
Where Graſs and Flw'rs do ſpring-a, 
Be fide a purling chryſtal Stream 
Pl ſet me down and ſing-a. 
My Leathern Bottle, fluft with Sage, 
I Drink that's wery thin-a : 
No Wine did er my Brains enrage, 
Or tempt me for to fin-a. 
My Connery Curds, and Wooden Sp:er,, 
Methinks are very fine-a : 
Wh-n on a ſhady Bank at Ne 
1 fet me denon and dine-a, © 
What tho my Portion won't all>2 
Of Bags of 7 Gold-a ; 
Our Farmers Daughters now-a-days, 
Like Swine are bought and ſold- a. 
My Body"s fair, Tl keep it ſound, 
And an bang Mind within-a ; 
But Er an hundred theuſand Pound, 


F value not a Pin-a, N 


— 
nw 


( #75 ) 
No Fewvels wear I, in 
of os m_ 
Rk Rigs > 1 ak, 
ingers for to deck-a, 
Bur for the Man, whoe'er be be, 
In bem I ſhall chance to wwed-a ; 
| TI keep a FJervel wort h them all, 
&c,) 1 mean ny Maidenhead-a. 


Sons CLXVIII. Since you will, &c. 


Ince you will needs my Heart poſlcſs, 
"Tis juſt to you I firſt confeſs 
The Faults to which tis given: 
It is to change much more inclin'd 
Than Woman, or the Sea, or Wind, 
Or avght that's under Heaven. 
Nor will I hide from you this Truth, 
It has been, from Ss 
A moſt egregious : 

And fince trom me *t has often fled, 
With whom it was both born and bred, 
"Twill ſcarce ftay with a Stranger. 

The black, the fair, the gay, the fad, 
(Which often made me fear twas mad} 
With one kind Look could win it ; 

So nat'rally it loves to range, 
That it has left Succeſs for Change, 
And, what's worſe, glories in it. 
Oft, when I dove tos hid om, 
'Twould make me act like one poſſeſt, 
For ſtill *twill keep a Pother ; 
And tho” only I efteem, 
Yet it wil mas make me, in a Dream, 
Court and enjoy another. 
And now, if you are not afraid, 
After theſe Truths that I bave faid, 
To take this arrant Rover, 
Be not diſpleas'd if I proteſt, 
| «I think the Heart within your Breaſt 
N Will prove juſt ſuch another. 


SONG 


170 ) 
Song CLXIX. O Beſſy Bell, Sc. 


Curſe attends that Woman's Love, 
Who always would be pleaſing, 
The Pertneſs of the billing Dove, 
Like tickling, it but teazing, 
What then in Love can _ do ? 
If we grow fond they ſhun us 
33 theni, they purſue ; 
But leave us when they've won us, 


Sono CLXX. Sure ner was, &c. 


URE ne'er was Dog ſo wretched as I, 
Whoſe Reſt is for ever prevented; 
I'm neither at Peace when Aurelia looks coy, 
Nor when the looks kind and contented, 


Her Frowns give a Pain I'm unable to bear, 
The Thought of them ſet me a trembling ; 

Her Smiles give no Joy, fince I plaguily fear 
They can be no more than diſſembling. 

Then prithee, my deareſt, conſent and be kind, 
Put an End to this troubleſome Wooing ; 

For I ſee I ſhall ne'er be at Peace in my Mind, 
Till once you and I have been doing. 

Let your poor Dog no longer with Juſtice complain 
Of Uſage that's hard above Meaſure ; 

But fince he has taſted ſo much of Love's Pain, 
Prithee fling him a Bit of his Pleaſure. 


Song CLXXI. The Sailor”s Complaint. 


OME and liſien to my Dirty, 
All the jelly Hearts of Gold ; 


Lend a Brother Tur Puy, 
bo wwas aud a bold ; 
But the Arrows of Cd Cupid, 
Alas ! have made me rue; 
Sure true Love was ne'er ſo treated, 


Ar 1 am by ſeornful os} 


, 


C. 


(177) 
When I landed firſt at Dover, 

She appear d a Goddeſs bright ; 
From foreign Parts but juft come over, 
I was frac with ſo fair a Sight: 

On the $ Sukie , 
Near to wohere aur Frigate lay, 
And altbe ſo near the Landing, 
T alas ! was caft away ! 
When firſt I hail d Creature 
The Delight of Lond and Sa, * 
— ever a Stweeter, 
d bave ber Company: 
A have NE ber my true Love, 
For better, er for worſe ; 
But alas! I con'd mt compaſs ber, 
Fer to fleer the Marriage Curſe, 
Once, no greater Foy and Pleaſure 
Ceou'd come into my Mind, 
Than to ſer the bold Defiance 
Sailing right before the Mind: 
O'er the white Waves as ſhe danced, 
And her Colours gay ; 


But That was net balf ſo charming, 


As the Trim of our lovely Sue. 
On a rocky Coaſt ve driven, 
Where the Winds do riſe ; 
Where the relli untain Billows 
Lift a Veſſel to the Skies : 
But Land, or the Ocean, 
122. Dread 1 24 nk 
When compared to the D 5 
In the Frowns of ſcornfed Sue. 
Long I xuonder'd cel 
Had the Heart's ue me ſe; 
"Till I found A = ounding , 
She'd another Love in Tow : 
So farewel, bard-bearted Sukie, 
Dl my Fortune ſeek at Sea, 
And try in a more friendly Latitude, 
Since in yours I canner be, 


SONG 


(178) 


So CLXXII. I love thee, Gr. 


Love thee, by Heaven, I cannot ſay more ; 
Then ſet not my Paſſion a cooling ;. 
If thou yield'ft not at once, I muſt en give thee vcr, 
Fer Im but a Novice at fooling. 


What my Love wants is Work, it ſhall make up in Deeds, | 


Then why ſhould wwe waſte Time in Snuff, Child? 
A Perfermance, you wot well, a Promiſe exceeds, 
And a Mord to the Wiſe is enangb, Child. 


Ileum bow to love, — Cone non, 
But I hate al! protefling and arguing : 

Had a Goddeſs my Heart, ſhe ſhou'd c en lic atone, 
If ſhe mide many Words to @ Bargain. 

I m a Quaker in Love, and but barely affirm, 
Whate'er my fond Eyes have been ſaying : 

Prithee, be thou ſo too ; ſeek for no better Term, 
But een throw thy Yea or thy Nay in. 

I cannot bear Love, like a Chancery Suit, 
The Age of a Patriarch depending ; 

Then pluck up a Spirit, no logger be mute, 

| Grove it, one Way or other, an Ending. 

Log Courtſhip*s the Vice of ph tick Fools, 

the the Grace of fanatical Simmer, 

Where the Stomachs are laſt, and the Viftuals grow ccal 

Before Men fit down to their Dinners. 


* 


Sovo CLXXIII. Fair Iris and, &c 


AIR Vis and her Swain 
Were in a Bower 
Where Thirfs 22 in 
Had ſought the happy Hour; 
At length his Hand advancing 
Upon her ſnowy Breatt, 
He ſaid, O! kiſs me longer, 
Longer yet and longer, 6 
It you would make me bleft, x; 
n ity 


rr 


( 179 ) 
Iris. An eaſy yielding Maid 
ofa | By truſting is undone, 
g Our Sex is oft betrayd 
| By granting Love too ſoon ; 
If you deſire to gaia me 
Your ſuffering to redreſs, 
Prepare to love me longer, 
cd; | Longer yet and longer, 

Before you ſhall poſſeſs. | 
Thirfis, The little Care iy ſhove 
| Of all my Sorrows pa 
Makes Death appear too ſow, 

And Life too too laſt ; 
Oh Jin kiſs me kindly, 

In Pity of my Fate, 

Fair Iris, kiſs me kindly, 
Kindly ſtill and kindly, 
Before it be too late. 


Lis. You fondly court your Bl, 
And no Advances make ; 
"Tis not for Maids to kiſs, 
But tis for Men to take: 
So you may kiſs me kindly, 
= I will not rebel, 
Thirfir may kiſs me kindly, 
Kindly fill and kindly ; 
al, | But never kiſs and tell. 
| Then you may kiſs me kindly. 


He. And you will not rebel. 


e. Buh, And kindly ſtill and kindly, 
ä But kiſs and do not tell. 


Son CLXXIV. Tell me no, &c- 


ELL me no more Iam deceiv'd, 
That Chhe's falſe and common; 
By Heaven, I all along believ'd 
She was a very Woman : 
As ſuch 1 lik'd, as ſuch careſs d, 
She ſtill was conſtant when poſſeſs'd, 
She cou'd do more for no Man, 


14 


Fit 


(180) 


But, oh ! her Thoughts on others ran g 
And that you think a hard Thing: 
Perhaps ſhe fancy'd you the Man; 
Why, what care I one Farthing ? 
You think ſhe's falſe, I'm ſure's ſhe's kind, 
Vil take her Body, you her Mind ; 
Who has the better Bargain ? 


Song CLXXV. Ye Commons, &c. 


a4 100 7 
Is bleſs'd in a a 
I ſure in 4 b Condition; 
Go Thing 2 will 
—_— flick by him as ax 
She's Comforter, Friend, and Phyſician, She's, Cc, 
Pray where it the 
To tri and toy 77. 
Yet dread ſome Di 95 from Beauty P 
But ſweet is the Bliſs 
Of a comugal Kiſe, 
Where Love mingles Pleaſure with Duty, Where, C.. 
One extravagant Whore 
Shall — 1 more, 
Than Wives that ave ſaving 
For Wives they will ſpare, p 
That their Children may ſpare, 
But Whores are eternally craving, 


HE Man who for Life 
Is plagu'd with a Wife, 
Is ſure in a wicked Condition; 
Go Things how they will, 
She ſticks by him ſtill, 
And Death is his only Phyſician, Poor Man, &c, 


To trifle and toy 
May give a Man 


When Fist, motel by a. 


Song CLXXVI. Ye Commons, &c. 


. 


( 181 ) 

But where is the BliG 

Of a conjugal Kiſs, 3 
When Paſſion is prompted by Duty? Per Man, ej 

The Dog when poſſeſs'd 

Of Mutton the bet, 
| A Bone he may leave at his Pleaſure ; 
| But if to his Tail, 
U Ind plagu'd beyond Meaſure. 
| is * IS 
1 | Paor Cut, &c, 


Son 6 CLXXVII. 45 Arcbers, &. 
s Archers and Fidlert, ale cunningly know 


The Way te procure t Mer, 
2 _— 
do 


Will alu de en toe 

4rd follow their Buſineſs with 

& dent Dam s 

Mod make the beſt Uſe & ber Beauty : 

If the Mark ſhe would bit, or ber Leſſon paſs thre*, 

Two Lovers muſ# flill be on Duty, 

755 Thus arm'd againſt Chance, and ſecure of Supply, 

So far our Reven weokng Jeu" & 
ii 


z 
One Spark for our Sport tus may jilt and 
And tather, poor Soul ! — 


Sono CLXXVIII Sweet are the, &6; 
SK not the Cauſe, why ſudden Spring 
So long delays her Flowers to bear? 
Xc. Why warbling Bitds forget to ſing, 
And Winter Storms invert the Year ? 
CEloris is gone, and Fate provides 
To make it Spring where ſhe reſides. 
CBloris is gone; the cruel Pair; 
She caſts not back her pitying Eye: 
ge. But left her Lover in Deſpair, 
To ſigh, to languiſh, and to die: 
Ah! how can thoſe fair Eyes endure, 
To give the 8 not cure ? 


Greaf 


( 182 ) 


_ Great God of Love, why haſt thou made, 


A Face that can all Hearts command, 
That all Religions can invade, 

And change the Laws of every Land ? 
Where thou had' plac'd ſuch Pow'r before, 
Thou ſhould'ſt have made her Mercy more. 


When Cbloris to the Temple comes, 


? 


Adoring Crowes before her fall; 
She can reſtore the Dead from Tombs, 
And ev'ry Life but mine recail: 
I only am by Love deſign'd, 
To be the Victim for Mankind. 


Son CLXXIX. The Spring's, &c. 


Ourg Virgins love Pleaſure, 
a —— do Trea = RY 
b alike ſtudy to berghten the ure; 
Their Moores they t rife, ye 4 
For ev'ry new Trifle, 
— in tbeir Teens fall in Love for a Song: 
bon as they marry, 
find Things miſcarry, 
57 4 2 they Agb, that they ꝛwere not mere wary : 
Inflead of ſoft Wong, 
run to their Run, 


foe al. © their Lives after drag Sorrow alony, 
Sox CLXXX. Polwarth on, &c. 


Strepb. AVE you not ſeen the Morning Sun, 
Peep over yonder Hul, 


Then you have ſeen my Chke's Charms 
At beſt, but painted ill. 
Cel. Have you not ſeen a Butterfly, 
With Colou:is bright and gay, 
Then you have ſeen 2a Thing lefs fine 
Than Melly cloath'd in grey. 
S:r2ph, The Roſe, vou'll fay, of all the Field, 
Can boaft the lovelieſt Hue, 
But to compare with Ch/ce's Cheeks, 


It wants the Lilly too. 1 


JJ 


— 
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As I fat by her on the Plain, 4 
And talk'd the Hours away, 
She breath'd ſo ſweet, I thought myſolf 
In Fields of new m-w'd Hay. : 
Cal. Not the ſweat Breath, that breath d from Cow: , 
With Molly's can compare, 
And when the ſings, the liſtening Swains, 
| Stand ſilent round to hear. 
She ſaid, as we were walking once, 
| Along the ſhady Grove, 
| There's none but Colin Melly loves, 
And will for ever love. 
Strepb. Believe not, Friend, a Woman's Word. 
cc · Or you are much to blame; 
For t other Night behind the Elms, 
She ſwore to me the ſame. 
| Cl, Yet I'll belive your Chlee*s Word, 
As on my Breaſt the laid, 
© This Strephen is fa dull a Clown, 
« He'i! think me ſtill a Maid. 


Sons CLXXXI. O gentle, &c. 


Gentle Sleep ! to thee alone 


It wing all our Peace 


In thee our Joys are beightned ſhown, 
3 In thee our Sorrows ceaſe, 
0. The Nympb e Hand by Fraud or Force, 


2 Some Tyrant has paſſeſi d; 
| | From the obtaining a Divorce, 
Tn her cron Choice is bleſs'd. 
O flay! Arpaſia bids thee ftay ! 
The ſadly weepin Fai, 
Comures thee not to 5 4 
2 72 of ber Care ! 

0 graſp whoſe pleaſing Form ſhe ſought 
That Moment chas'd ber yay 3 
Thus by our ſelves are eſteſt wrought 
The Griefs for which we weep, 

R 2 
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So N CLXXMXII. On a Bank, &c. 


N a Bank beſide a Willow, 
Heaven her Covering, Earth her Pillow, 
Sad Amintu figh'd alone: 
From the chearleſs Dawn of Morning, 
Till the Dews of Night returning, 
Singing thus ſhe made her Moan : 
Hope is baniſh d, 
Joys are vaniſh d, 
Damon, my belov'd, is gone. 
Time, I dare thee to diſcover 
Such a Youth, and fuch a Lover: 
Oh! ſo true, ſo kind was he! 
Damen was the Pride of Nature, 
Charming in his ev'ry Feature, 
Damon liv'd — ths me; 
Melting Kiſſes, 
Murm' ring Bliſſes, 
Who fo liv'd and lov'd as we? 
Never ſhall we curſe the Morning, 
Never bleſs the Night returning, 
Sweet Embraces to reſtore ; 
Never ſhall we both lie dying, 
Nature failing, Love ſupplying 
All the Joys he drain'd before: 
To befriend me, 
Death come end me; 
Love and Damon are no more- 


Song CLXXXIII. When Love, &c. 


HEN Love is op + within the Heart, 
Poor Virtue to the Out euer flies, 
The Tongue, in Thunder, takes ber Part, 
She darts in Lightning the Eyer. 
From Lips and Eyes with yifted Grace, 
In vain we keep our — 
er Love will find ſome weaker 
Far deer Toner in SONG 


oN 
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Sons CLXXXIV. As Celia, &c. 
OR many unſucceſsful Years, 3 
At Cynthia“: Feet I lay, 
Bathing them aſten wwith my Tears, 
I feb'd, but durſt not pray. 
No proflirate Wretch, before the Shrine 
77 low'd Saint above, 
Fer theught his Goddeſs mere divine, 
Or paid more awful Love. 
Still the diſdainful N boat d down, 
With coy inſulting de, 
Receiv'd my Paſſion with a Frown, 
Or turn'd her Head afide. 
Then Cupid whiſper'd in my Ear; 
* Uſe more prevailing Charms ; 
* You modeſt wobining Fool, draw near, 
* And claſp ber in your Arms, 
* With eager Kiſſes tempt the Maid, 
From Cynthia's Fees depart 
* The Lips be brihly muſt 1 
* That wou'd poſſeſs the Heart. 
With that I all the Slave, 
My wy ek 4 try'd, 
When Cynthia in a Moment gave 
What jhe for many Years deny'd. 
Sox CLXXXV. As Celia, &c; 


HO" Flavia to my warm Defire 
You mean no kind Return, 

Yet till with undiminiſh'd Fire, 

You with to ſee me burn. 
Averſe my Anguiſh to remove, 

You think it wond' rous right, 
That I love on, for ever love, 

And you for ever light. 
But you and I ſhall ne'er agree, 

So, gentle Nymph, adieu; 
Since you no Pleaſure have for me, 

I'll kave ao Pain for you. 
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Smile at Love, and all his Arts, 
The charming Cynthia cries : 
Take heed, for Love has fatal Darts, 
A wounded Swain replies : 

Once free and bleſs'd as you are now, 
I dally'd with his Charms, 

I ſported with his little Bow 
And pointed at his Arms. 


Till urg'd too far, Revenge he crieg, 
A fatal Shaft he drew ; 

It took its Paſſage thro” _- Eyes, 
And to my Heart it flew ; 

To tear it thence, 1 ftrove in vain, 
For I too quickly found 

*T was only to increaſe the Pain, 
And to inlarge the Wound. 


Song CLXXXVII. Rofy Bowers, 


Sullenly Mad. 
Rom roſy Bexwers where ſlerps the God of Lowe, 
F Hither ye little wvarting Cupids fly ; 
Lay me in ſoft — Strains to move, 
ith tender Pa ſſion my Heart t darl: 
Ab ! let the Seul of Mafick tune my Ts | 
To win dear Styephon, who my Scul on joyi. 
| (Mirthfully Mad) 
Or if more influencing 
s to be brit and airy, 
With a Step and a Bound, 
And a Frith from the Ground, 
I'll trip lite any Fairy, 
As once on Ida dancing 
Were three celeftial Bodies; 
With an Air and a Face, 
Hind a Shape and a Grace, 
| $'ll charm like Beauty's Cad i. 


Sone CLXXXVI. Believe my, &. 


(Melts 
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Ab! ab! "tis immain, "tis all in -— i 

Death and — arch muſt end the fatal Pain: 

Cold, cold Deſparr, 2 0 Snow and Rain, 


Falls on my Breafft ; Winds in Tempeſts bleu: 
My Veins all ſbiver, and my Fingers glow : 

My Pulſe beats a dead March fer loft Repoſe, 

Ahed to & Lamp of Tee my year fend bare is froxe, 


(Fantaſtically Mad.) 
Or ſry | barges my Peace to creaun, 
47 aw myſelf or drown 
Billows ? 
— yr” with Tears I ſhed, 
On Beds of Ooze, and c «cy Pillows, 
Lay down my Love: fick 


(Stark =. a 

No, mo, mo, no, TI ſtraight run mad, 

That ſoon my Heart will warm; 
When once the Senſe is fled, 

Love bas no Power to charm, 
Wild t b the Woods I'll fly, 

Lia, Lecks ſhall thus . 
A thou ſand Deaths TI die, 

E'er thus in vain adore. 


Song CELXXX VII. There liv'd, &c. 


O more think me falſe, 

For the Flame never — 
voy * has * d 

B uch power Eyes 
Ab view but thyſelf, PN 

Thence meaſure my Love, 
And think what a Paſſion 

Such Beauty muſt move. 
Tho' firſt it was Beauty 

Which raviſh'd my Sight, 
Yet now I regard it 

Az only the Light, 


I 56 
Which kindly betray'd 


The rich Charms of thy Mind, 


Where Senſe and good Nature 
So ſtrongly are join d. 
Then think me not falſe, 
For the Knot will e'er laft, 
Which my Fancy has ty'd, 
And my Reaſon made faſt ; 
So faſt, that tho* Time 
Thy Eyes may diſarm ; 
Vet no Time ſhall my Faith 
Or my Love ever harm. 


The Paſſion I have 

Can never grow leſs, 
Not tho thy fair ſelf 

Shou'd that Paſſion oppreſs ; 
For while I thy Face 

Or thy Mind have in View, 
Still, ſtill I muſt love, 

And in loving be true. 


SoN CLXXXIX. A Nymph, &c. 


Nymph and a Swain to Apollo once pray d, 
The Swain bad been jilted, the Nympb been betray'd; 
Their Intent <vas te try if his Oracle knew 


E'er a Nymph that wat chaſte, or a Swain that was true? 


Apollo was mute, and had like “ have been pes d, 
But ſagely at Length he this Secret diſclos'd : 


He alone won't betray in whom none ill con 


And the Nymph may be chaſte who has never been try'd, 
Song CXC. Pretty Parrot, &c. 


Retty Parrot fay, when I was away, 
And in dull Abſer:ce paſs'd the Day, 


What at Home was doing ? 
— th Chat and Play, 


Ne are g 
Nigbe nd Dos y. 


Good Cheer and Mirth renewing 3 
Singing, ia»ghing all, like pretty, pretty Poll. 


Was 


7 
4 


„ 


Was 


; 
Sung, prattled, d, and flutter'd : 
Well receiy'd in all, like pretty, pretty Poll. 
Did he go away at the Cloſe of Day, 
Or did he ever uſe to ſtay, 
In a Corner dodging ? 
The want of Light, 
S. ny Sigg, 
my 0iget z 
But beliews bis Lodging 
Was within ber Call, like pretty, pretty Poll, 


Song CXCI. Hhen Chloe, Cc. 


Hen Chloe we ply, 
We ſwear we ſhall die, 
Her Eyes do our Heart ſo enthrall ; 
But tis for her Pelf, 
And not for herſelf ; 
"Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


By which you may know, 
Tis all Artifice, Artifice all, 


( 190 ) 

My Dear, the Wives cry, 

If ever ycu die, 

To marry again I ne'er ſhall ; 
But in lefs than a Year, 
Will make it appear, 

Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 
In Matters of State, 

And Party. Debate, 

For Church and for Juſtice we baw! ; 
But if you'll attend, 

You'll find in the End, 

"Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 
The Non-Cons will rant, 
In their Pulpits and cant, 

And the honeſt Conſormiſts will maul 3 
In holy Diſguiſe, 

They lift up their Eves, 

"Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 
The Lawyers you know, 
To W:ſtminſter go, 

And plead for their Fees in the Hall; 
For their Clients they'l! wrangle, 
And make ſuch a Tangle, 

*Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


The Wretch that attends, 
And on Courtiers depends, 

His Fortune he'll find to be ſmall ; 
For their Actions declare, 
Their Words are but Air, 

*Tis all Artifice, Artifice all. 


SoncG CXCII. Prithee, &c. 


Rithee, Billy, bent þo filly, 
Thus to waſte thy Days in Grief : 
You ſay, Betty will not ler ye : 
ut can Sorrow bring Relief ? 


Love repining, ceaſe your whining ; 
Por on a . 
If ſhe's tender, ſhe'll ſurrender; 

en tougb, — en let ber g. 
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Sox's CXCIIL. Stay, Shepherds, &c. 


HY, Celia, fhou'd you ſo much ftirive 
Your kind/ing Paſſion to conceal ? 
Near Lips, the” they Denial give, 
Yet all your Actions Love reveal, 
In wain you flrive, in vain, ala: 
Ibe charming Paſſion to 1 3 
It glows, it bluſhes on your Face, 
And ſparkles in your ſcui mming Eyes. 
Your Eyes, thoſe Emblems of the Heart, 
Still contradict whate'er you (ay, 


And the” yeur Lips deny the Smart, 
Tur Eyes are more Veliew'd than they, 


So CXCIV. Chloe, be wiſe, &c. 


HE, that wwiu'd gain a cenſtant Lover, 
Mat a Diſtance heep the Slave; 
Net by a Lok ber Heart diſcover, 
Men ſbou d but gueſs the Thoughts tue have. 
Whilſt oe bor in doubt, their Flame increaſes, 
And all Attendance they will pay : 
When we're p:ſſeſs'd tbeir Tranſport ceaſes, 
And Vows, like Vapours, fleet away. 


Song CXCV. Gentle Zephyrs, &c. 
Entle Zephyrs, ſilent Glades, 
Purling Streams, and cooling Shades, 
Senſes pleaſing, 
Pains appeaſing, 
Love each tender Breaft invades, 


Here the Graces Beauties bring, 


Here the warbling Choriſts ſing, 
Love inſpiring, 
All defiring, 

To adorn the Infant Spring, 


( 192 ) 

Here behold the am rous Swains, 
Free from Anguiſh, free from Pains, 

Venus ſmiling, 

Cares beguiling 
Nymphs cs on glads the Plains, 
Let not us, too charming Fair, 
Be the only hapleſs Pair ; 

Oh relieve me, 

Ceaſe to grieve me, 
Eaſe your anxious Lover's Care ! 
Kindly here indulge my Love, 
This is, my Dear, no Tell- tale Grove 3 
Not revealing, 


In thy Air and charming Face, 
Dwells an irreſifileſs Grace, 
= charming, 


ove alarming, 
To — the bliſcful Chace, 
Let me touch this panting Breaſt, 
Here for ever let me reſt, 
Bliſs enjoying, 


Never cloying, 
Ever — ble fl. 


Sou Cxcvl. One April Morn, &c. 
L 5 1 — when from the Sea 
$ Was ju ring, 
and 2 ay, 


Mer in a Grove to went their Spleen 
On . Gnas 
Race ha been, 


He bred e 
Sbe LE Toke — 
Celia, zvhoſe Eyes outfhine the God 
n . 2 
. Told bim, Mamma would 4h fark mad, 
She miſſing Prayers that Morning; 


at, 58 .,,.1c_ tm © oIg> gwSgomm © © w 5 © © © 
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Damon, hi Arms about ber Waſte, 
Soore, that mug ht ſhould them ſunder, 
Sb d my rough Dad knew how F m bleff, 
Ju d make bim roar like Thunder, 
Great on, made by Ambition blind, 
By Fattion flill ſupport it, 
Or where wile Money taints the Mind, 
They for Comverience court it: 
But mighty Love, that ſcorns to ſhew 
Party Foul raiſe his Glory. 
Swears bel exalt a Vaſſal true, 
Let it be Whig or Tory. 


Song CXCVII. Oh! lead me, &c. 


H! l-ad me to ſome peaceful Room, 
Where none but ſizhing Lovers come, 
Where the ſhrill Trumpets never found, 
But one eternal Health goes round. 


There let me ſooth my pleaſing Pain, 


And never think of War again; 


What Glory can a Lover have 
To conquer, yet be ſtill a Slave? 


Song CXCVIII. Pious Selinda, Cc. 


lous Selinda goes to Prayers, 
It I but ask the Favour: 

And yet the tender Fool's in Tears, 

When the believes III leave her. 
Won'd I were free from this Reſtraint, 

Or elſe had Hopes to win her ; 
Would ſhe could male of me a Saint, 

Or 1 of her a Sinner. 


Sonc CXCIX. Miſtaken Fair, &c. 


Malen Farr, lay Sherlcck by, 
His Dectri ne is deceiving, 
Fo wwhilft be teaches us to die, 
te cheats us of our Living, 
5 7 
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Te die's a Leſſon we ſhall know 
Too ſoon, — a Maſter ; 
Then let us only ſhudy now 
How abe may live the faſter. 
Te lives to love, to bleſs, be ble 
With mutual Inclination ; { 
Share then my Ardour in Breaſt 
And kindly meet my Pallas. . 
But if thus bleſs d I may not ive, 4 
And Pity you deny, | 
To me at leaſt your Sherlock give, 
"tis 1 muſt learn to die. 


Song CC. Help me each, &c. 


ELP me, each barmonious Grove, 
Gently tobiſper, all ye Tres, 
Tune each warbling Throat to love, 
And cool each d with ſofteſt Breeze ; 
Breathe ſwoect Odours, every Flower, 
All! your variant Paintings 3 
Pha ſiag Verdure grace each Bower, 
Around let ev ry Bleſſing flow. 
Glide, ye limpid Brooks, along : 
Pherbus, glance thy milde Ray, 
Murm' ring Fheds, repeat my Song, 
And tell what Colin dare not ſay. 
Celia ces whoſe charming Air 
Fires with Love the rural Swans ; 
Tell, ab! tell the blooming Fair, 
That Colin dies if foe diſdeins. 


Song CCI. Maidens, beware ye. 


Aidens, beware ye, 
1 Love will enfnare ye, 
If you but look or lend an Ear. 
Words will detain ye, 
Sighs will trepan ye, 
Tears will draw you into the Snare. 


DPS Par fk owt ww 
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Daily you'll find it, 
If you'll but mind it, 

How many Maids falſe Men betray : 
Let this concern ye, 
Let their Fall learn ye, 

From the Danger to run away. 
Let Virtue guard ye, 
Praiſe will reward ye, 

And you will thine in brighteſt Fame, 
When the poor Creature, 
That yields up her Charter, 

Lives abandon'd, and dies with Shame, 


Sox CCII. The Sun was ſunk, &c. 


LAS ! when charming Silvia"s 
T figh, and think 2 — 
E 
= plear'd, yet grieve; and hope ; 
Neag brleſs Fall bet ber, T, ow 
Ab! tcll me, is nit this call d Love? 


Ab me ! <vhat Power can move me ſo? 
I die wicb Grief oben ſhe muſt go; 
: Return ; 


Bat I revive at ber 7 
IT fmike, I freeze, I pant, I barn : 
anſports ſo ſweet, J. „/ new, 
Say, can they be to Friendſbip due? 
Ah m ! "tis Love, "tis now too plain, 
T feel, I feel the pleaſing Pain; 
For cube e er ſaw bright Silvia: Eyes, 
But wi d, and long d, and was ber Prize : 
Gads, if the trueſt muſt be bleſs” d, 
0 kt ber be by me poſſeſs'd. 


Sono CCI. The oft Shepherd. 


NE Night when all the Vi 
Myrtilla*s (ad Deſpair, cen hs 
The wretched Shepherd waking kept 
To tell the Woods his Care ; | 
| 8 2 « Be 
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* Re gone {ſaid he) fond Thoughts, be gone, | 
Eyes, give your Sorrows o'er ! 
© Why ſhou'd you waſte your Tears for one, 
* Who thinks on you no more ? 
© Yet, oh ye Birds, ye Flocks, ye Pow'rs! 
That dwell within this Grove! 


© Can tell how many tender Hours | 
We have here paſs'd in Love! 
Von Stars above! my cruel Foes ! þ 
© Can tell how ſhe has ſworn, 
A thouſand Times, that like, to thoſe, 
Her Flame ſhould erer burn 
© But fince ſhe's loſt— oh let me have 4 
My With, and quickly die; 
© In this cold Bank I'll make a Grave, 4 
* And there for ever lie: 
© Sad Nightingales the Watch ſhall keep, 7 
And kindly here complain; 
Then down the Shepherd lay to ſleep, ( 
But never roſe again. 
Sox CCIV. Love will find cut, &c. | 
VER the Muuntains, 
And over the Waves, 
Over the Fountains, 
And under the Graves; 
Over Floods that are deepeſt, | . 
Which de Neptune chey; 
Over Rocks that are ſteepeſt. I 
Love will find out the Way, 
Where there is no Place 1 
For the Gl:w-Worm to lie; * 
Where there is no Space 
1 For _ 7 a Fly ; 
Where the Midge dare not wenture, I 
Left berſelf faſt e lay : 


ut if Love come, be wwill enter, 


And ſon find out bis Way. 


&c. 


When Vows are ſo ſweet, who the Fa!ſhocd can fear ? 
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Tan germ bim 
A Child in bis Force ; 
0 ven may deem bim 
A Coward which is worſc: 
Pat if fbe, e Love doth bonouy, 
Be conceal” d from the Day, 
Set @ therſand Guards np, her, 
Same thenk to leſe bim, 
Which is % ] 
Hd me do juppoſe bim, 
— Thins to be blind : 
But if er js cloſe ye wall hint, 


Ds the beſt that , 
Blind Love, if þ 5s ww. » | 

He vill find out the Way, 
Yon may tram the Eagle, 

To floop to your FI; 

invergle 

The Phaornx of the Eaſt ; 
Toe Lroneſs you may move her 

To grue o'er ber Prey: 
Bur you'll never flop a Lower, 

Love will find out bis Way. 


Song CCV. Still be's the Man. 


Wer Woman cou'd do, I have try'd to be free 3 
Yer do what I can, 

I find I love him, and tho” he flies me, 

Still, Kill he's the Man, 


They tell me at once, he to Twenty will ſwear, 


So, when you have faid all you can, 
Still, —— Kill he's the Man. 
I canght him once making Love to a Maid, 
When to him I ran, 
He torn'd, and he kifs'd me, then who cou'd upbraid 
80 civil a Man? 
83 The 
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The next Day I found to a Third he was kind, 

I rated him ſoundly, he ſwore I was blind; 
So let me do what I can, 
Still, —— fill he's the Man. 

All the World bids me beware of his Art; 
I do what I can; 

But he has taken ſuch hold of my Heart, 
I doubt he's the Man! 


So ſweet are his Kiſſes, his Looks are ſo kind, 
He may have his Faults, but if none I can find, 
Who can do more than they can ; 
He, fill is the Man. 


Sox CCVI. Handels Mimet. 
Way with Suſpicton, 
4 2 to Defire ; 
Heart loves truly, all Danger de:; 
The Rules o Defourica W; 
But flifle the Fire; 
On its Merit alone, true Beanty relies, 
W hat a Folly to tremble, 
Let the Lover diſſemble 
His Fire ? 
Turtles that eo, 
Bill and coo, 
While we enjoy 
We muſt be true! 
And to repeat it is all 
All ! we can deffre. 


Song CCVII. The Beaus of, &c. 


HE Men of Pleaſure, 
Who count the Seizure, 
Of Virgin's Treaſure, 
A pleaſing Task: 
No ſooner gain it, 
But they refrain it, 
Nay, oft diſdain it, 
For t'other Flask. 
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Sono CCVIII. How hard is, &c. 


OW hard is the Fate of all Womankind, 
For ever ſubjected, for ever confin'd, 
Our Parents controul us until wwe are Wives, 


Our Hutbands enſlave us the reſt of cur Lives. i 
If fondly we love, we dare not reveal, * 
But ſecretly la er | 

Deny'd ev'ry Freedom of Life to enjoy | 


We re blam'd if we're hind, condemn'd if we re coy 1 


Song CCIX. Stella Darling of the 
| Muſes. 
Right as Phabe in ber Clary, 
Is my Charmer”s plittering Eyes 

Far — * Goddeſs Flora, ; 
When in Spring ſbe does ariſe. 

Fairer than the faireſt Lilliet, 
Bright as Silver is ber Hair, 

Delights in charming Phillis, | 

Never, never could appar. 

Her feveet Checks ds cauſe the Roſs 
To — — to the — 4 
Shameful makes the bluſhins Poſies, 
When ſhe does in Garden walk, 

I will build my Dear a Bow:r, 
She ſhall bave a fragrant Couch, 
; Made of all the ſweeteſ® Flowers, 
Where no Dangers ſhall ber touch. 

Sbeuld I make a Crown of Roſes, 
When ber Hands the ſame recei cet, 
Then would be like fading Peſies, 
Or a Heap of witler'd Leaves. 

Thus fbe does ſurpaſs all Nature 
She it prudent, 23 and wiſe ; : 
Sure ſhe's not a mortal Creat..re, 
| | But & Goddeſs in Diſgui e. SONG 
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Song CCX. You little blind, &c. 


OVU little blind Deceiver go, 
And tell thy beauteous Mother, 

A ſtrong Reſentment I will ſhow, 

Since the does love another. £2 
What tho' her Air and Shape's divine, ; 

Yet ſtill I can withſtand her, *>\ 
Tu make the ſporting Youth repine, 2 

And ſhew him I'm Commander 
But if true Love hath no Eſſect, 

On that delightful Treaſure, 
The Pewer I have I'll ae neglect, 

But ſeize her at my Pleaſure. 


SonG CCXI. Come from the, &c. 


Tune up your ſweet Hautboys, 
And to the Voice of Muſick, 
Make an barmonicus Noi ſe: 


Sing ber for whom I languiſb, 
"The charming Song approve ; 
Sing on till Fove grow jealous, 
And envy me my Love. 
Flora, thou charming Goddeſs, 
In all thy Bloom appear, 
Put on again freſh Garland, 
Begin once more the Year, \ 
Yon t to Pomona, 
— Flowers adorn the Ground ; 
Let Spring remain for ever, 
ith Youth Beauty crown'd, 
Let litele Birds thro Meadotus, 
All tune their warbling Threats, 
BY bile bubling Water echo"s 
The Myfick of their Notes. 
King ber for whom I languiſh, 
The charming Song approve ; 
Sing on till Jove grew jealous, 
And envy me my Love, 


| 2 


SRS 


2 
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So NO CCXII. NANCY. 


A Two-Part Song. 


She. ND canſt thou leave thy Nancy, 
And quit thy native Shore ? ; | 
It comes into my Fancy | 
I ne'er ſhall ſee the more. . 1 
He. Yes, I muſt leave my Nancy, 
To humble haughty Spain, 
Let Fears ne'er fill thy Fancy, | 
For we ſhall meet again. 3 
She. Amidft the foaming Billows, 
Where thundring Cannons roar, 
You'll think on theſe green Willows, 
And wiſh yourſelf on Shore. 
He. I fear no Land or Water, 
I fear no Sword or Fire, 


For ſweet Revenge and Slaughter, | 
Are al! that I defire. 


She. May guardian Gods protect thee 
From Water, Fire, and Steel, 
And may no Fears affect thee, 
Like thoſe which now I feel. 


He. I leave thee Heaven's Protection, 


My Life, my only Dear, 
You Ks my ſole Affection, 
So ſtill conclude me here. 


Song CCXIII. The Cuckew. By 
Shakeſpear. 

W Dazies py d, and Violets blue, 

And 


And Cuckow- Buds of yellow Hew, 
Lady- Smocks all Silver white, 
Do paine the Meadows with Delight ; 


De Cuckew then on every Tree. 


Mart married Men, for thus ſings be, 
Cuckow, Cuckow, O! Word of Fear, 
Unpleafing to a married Ear. 
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When 8 pipe on Oaten- Stratos, 
And merry Larks are Plotmen's Clocks, 
When Turtles tread, and Rooks and Daws, 
And Maidens bleach their Summer Stocks; 
The Cuckow then on Tree 
Moc ts married Men, for thus frngs be, 
Cuckow, Cuckow, O! Word of Fear, 
Unpleafing to a married Ear, 


Song CCXIV. Over the Hills, &c. 


Ere I laid on Greenlazd's Coaſt, 
And in my Arms embrac'd my Lafs, 
Warm amidſt eternal Froſt, 

Too ſoon the half Year's Night would paſs, 


Were I fold on Indian Soil, 
Soon as the burning Day was clos'd, 
I would mock the ſultry Toil, 
When on my Charmer's Breaſt repos d. 
I would love you all the Day, 
Ev'ry Night we'd kiſs and play, 
If with me you'd fondly ftray 
Over the Hills and far away. 


Sons CCXV. Courtiers, Conrtiers, 


think it no Harm. 
AN may eſcape from Rope and Gun, 
Nay, ſome have out-liv'd the Doctor : Pill; 

Who takes a Woman muſt be undone, 

That Baſilisk is ſure to kill: 
The Fly that fips Treacle is loſt in the Sweets, 

So he that taſtes Woman, Woman, Woman, 
So he that taſtes Woman Ruin meets. 


So, CCXVI. Young Phileret and 


Celia met. 
HE Youth whom I, to fave would die, 
Surpaſſes all Defire ; 
Love's fatal Datt, enflames my Heart, 
And ſets it all on Fire, 


| 


| 


— 


a 4 > mW - 


ty MK if he 


J. 


The plaintive Dove, without her Love, 
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Thus mourns like me oppreſt ; 
But when her Mate arrives, tho late, 
Joy triumphs in hes Break, 


Sang CCXVIE Fouth's the, &c. 


Outh's the Seaſon mad 
Y as re tk 


* 
R „t Flow'r bird in Decay. 
— the Seaſon, &c, * 


Dance and ſing, 
Li Time's on the Wing, 
fe never hnowws the returning Spring. 
Let us drink, &c. * 


Sono CCXVIII. *Twas when the 
Seas were roaring. 
OW cruel are the Traitors, 
Who lie and ſwear in Jett, 


To cheat unguarded Creatures 

Of Virtue, Fame, and Reſt! 
Whoever ftcals a Shilling, 

Through Shame the Guilt conceals, 
In Love the perjur'd Villain 

With Boaſts the Theft reveals. 


Song CCXIX. I, who once was, &c. 


Uſom prevailing ſo long *mong ft the Great 
( Makes Oaths 45 Potions to ſleep an, , 
Which many, on gaining good Places repeat, 


Without er deſigning to berg one : | For 


nn 
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For an Oath's fel dom kept, as a Virgin's fair Fame ; 
A Lwer's fond Vows ; or a Prelate's good Name; 
A Lawyer to Truth 5 à Stateſman from Blame ; 

Or a Patriot Heart in @ Courtier. 


Son CCXX. Coal-black Joct. 


F all the Girls in our Town, 
Or black, or yellow, or fair or brown, 

With their ſoſt Eyes, and Faces fo bright ; 

Give me the Girl that's blyth and gay, 

As warm as June and as ſweet as May, 
With ber Heart free and faithful as Light; 

What lovely Couple then could be 

So happy and ſo bleſt as we? 

On whom eternal Joys would ſmile, 

And all the Hours of Life beguile, 
Entranc'd in Bliſs cach rapturous Night. 


Song CCXXI. Why is your, &c. 


F Love the Virgin's Heart invade, 
How, like a Moth, the fimple Maid 
Still plays about the Flame; 
If ſoon the be not made a Wife, 
Her Honcur's fing'd and then for Life, 
She's what I dare not name. 


Sox CCXXII. Ye Nympbs, &c. 


E Minutes ſwiftly move, 
That bear me to my Love ; 
When Phabus ncar, 
Tm debonair, 
And bappier far than Jove: 
Her every Charm: 
Has Power to warm 
The coldeſt Cyni. ks Breaſt 3 
In each fend Sigh, 
My Wiſhes fly, 
To tell ber I 
. In Abſence die, 


"Till of my Dear paſſi d. 


SONGS | 
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C2 DE DCD —— —ꝛ— 


. 
POR THE 


BOTTLE, &c. 
SONG I Fill me a Bowl, &c. 


ILL me a Buwl, a mighty Bowl, 
Large as ny capacious Soul; 

Fill me a Bowl, a mighty Bowl, 

Large as my capacious Soul; 
Vaſt as my Thirft is, 

Let it have Depth enough to be my Grave; 
I mean the Grave of all my Care, 
For I defign to bury't there ; 

Let it of Silver ſaſhion d be, 

Worthy of Wine, worthy of me, 
Worthy to adorn the Spheres, 

Weirtby ts adorn the Spheres, 

As that bright Cup, as that bright Cup, 
Amongſt the Stars, fill me a Bowl, 

A mighty Bowl, 

Large as my capacious Soul, 


Sox G II. Come, chear up, & c. 


ONE, chear up your Hearts, 
Ard cail for your NRuarts, 
And bet there no Liquer be lacking ; 
We: bv: Mirey in Store, 
And int ni her to roar, 


Uztil we Lade ſen; it all packing, 
T 
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Then, Drawer, make baſte, 

And let no Time waſte, 
But give ev'ry Man bis due ; 

To avoid all Trouble, 

Let each Man bave double, 
Since he, that made one, made two, 
Since he, that made one, made tuo. 


Come drink, my Hearts, drink, 
And call for your Wine, 
Ts that makes a Man to ſpeat truly; 
What Sot can refrain, 
Or darly complarn, 
Tiat be, in bis Drink, is wnruly ? 
Then drink and be civil, 
Intending no Evil, 
If that you'll be ruled by me ; 
Fer Claret and Sack, 
We never will lack, 
Since he, that made two, made three, 
Since he, Sc. 


The old Curmudgeon, 
Sits all the Day drudging 
At bome ruth brown Bread and mall Becr ; 
With ſcraping damm d Pelf, 
He flarveth Fn If, 
Scarce eats a good Meal in the Year : 
But we'll not do fo, 


Howe'er the World go, 
Since that oe bawe Men:y in Store; 
Fur Claret and Sack, 
We never will lack, 
Since he, that made three, made four, 
Since he, Ec. 
Come drink, my Hearts, drink, 
And Call for your Wine ; 
D'ye think I'll leave you ith” Lurch 7 
My Reck'ning I'll pay 
Fer I go away, 


Or bang me as high as Paul's Church, 


[1.97] 
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Do“ ſome Men will ſay, 

This is nat the Way 
Fer us in this World to thrive 2 

Ti ne Matter that, 

Let us bave t"otber Quart, 
Since he, that made four, made five, 
Since he, Cc. 


A Pox of old Charon, 

His Brains are all barren, 
Hi: Liquor (like Coffee) is dy; 

But we are for Wine, 

"Tis a Drink more divine, 
Without it wwe periſh and die. 

Then troll it about, 

Until "tis all out, 
We'll affront bim in Spite of bis Styx; 

If be grudges his Ferry, 

Well drink and be » 
Since he that made five made fix, 
Since he, &c, 


But now the Time's come, 
That ve all muſt go Home, : 
Our Liquors all gone, that's for certain 3 
Which mates me repine, 
That a Cad ſo divine 
Wort give us one Cup at aur parting. 
But ſince all is paid, 
Let's not be diſmay'd, 
Bur fl; to great Bacchus in H==— 5 
And cbide bim, becauſe 
He made no better Laus, 
Since he, that made fix, made ſeven, 
Since he, Se. 


SownG III. Down among the, &c. 


Ere's a Health to the King, and a laſting Peace; 
May Faction be dumb, and Diſcord ceaſe ; 
Come, let us drink it while we ve Breath, 
For there's no drinking after Death; 


T 2 and , 
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And he that won't with this comply, 
Dewn ameng the dead Men, 
Derun among the dead Men, 
Down, down, down, down. 

Down among the dead Men, let bim lie, 


Now a Health to the Queen, and may ſhe long 
B' our firſt fair Toaſt to grace our Song; 
Off w'your Hats, wi'your Knee on the Ground, 
Take off your Bumpers all around; 
And he that will not drink his dry, 

Down among, &c. 


Let charming Beauty's Health go round, 

In whom celeſtial Joys are found; 

And may Confuſion ftill purſue 

The ſenſeleſs woman hating Crew ; 

And he that will this Health deny, 
Down among, &c. 

Here's thriving to Trade, and the Common. wen, 

And Patriots to their Country leil ; 

But who for Bribes gives Satan his Soul, 

May he ne'er laugh o'er a flowing Bowl; 

And all that with ſuch Rogues comply, 
Derun among, &c. 


In ſmiling Bacchus* Joys I'll roll, 
Deny no Pleaſure to my Soul; 
Let Bacchus Health round ſwiftly move, 
For Bacchus is a Friend to Love; 
Down among, &c. 


Sox IV. Gay Bacchus, Cc. 


AY Bacchus Ing Eftcourt's Wine, 
A noble Meal beſpoke ; 
Ard, for the Gueſts that were to dine, 
Brought Comus, Love and Joke. 


The Cad near Cupid drew bis Chair, 
And Joke near Comus plac d; 
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Thus Wine makes Love forget its Care, 
And Mirth exaits a Feaff, 
The more to pleaſe each ſprightly God, 
Each engaging Grace, 
Put on ſome Cleaths to come abroad, 
And tcok a Waiter's Place. 
Then Cupid nam d at ev'ry Glaſs 
A Lady of the Shy, 
While us ſwore he d drink the Laſe, 
And bad it Bumper bigh, 
Far Comus toft bis Brimmer o, 
And always got the moſt ; 
For Joke tos Care to fill him mare, 
ene er be mift the Toaſt. 
They call'd, and drank at cry Touch, 
Then fd and drank again; 
And if the Gods can take too 
Ts ſaid thry did ſo then, 
Fee Fells run all the Table round, 
And with the Wine conſpire 
While they by ſly Refletion wound) 
To ſet their Heads on Fire, 
Bacchus, little Cupid flung 
4 raab ning his Deceits ; 
Cupid mock'd bis amm ring Tongue, 
With all bis agg ring Gait | 
Joke droll d on Comus” Way:, 
And Tales without a Feſt, 
While Comus call d bis witty Plays 
But Waggeries at beſt, 
Such Talk ſoon ſet them all at odds, 
And had I Homer's Pen, 
Tad fing ye bow they drank like Gaui, 
And ow they fought like Men. 
T» part the Fray, the Graces fly, 
o made them agree; 
And bad the Furies ſekves been nigh, 
They till were three to three, 
T3 
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Bacchns ard, raid Cupid up 
And * 7 back his — rs 

But kept ſome Dart to flir the Cup 
Where Sack and Sugar flow. 


oke taking Comus Crown 
J In Trinngh Wore 2 Prize © | 
And thrice in Mirth be puſb d bim dow! , 
As thrice be ſtrove to riſe. 
Ten Cupid ſought the Myrtle Crewe, 
Where Venus did 4 
And Beauty, chſe embracing Love, 
They join'd to rail at Wine. 
And Comu-, loudly curfing Wir, 
RelPd off to ſome Retreat, 
Where baon Companions gravely fit 
In fat uroeildy State, 
Bacchus and Joke, who ſtay behind, 
For one freſh Glaſs prepare; 
They li, and are exceeding kind, 
And wow to be ſincere, 
But part in Time, werber bear 
This our inſtruct i ue Song : 
For tho” fuch Friendſhips may be dear, 
They can't continue lung, 


Song V. Diogenes /urly and proud 


Jegenet ſurly and proud, 

1 Who ſnarl'd at the Mareden Vonth, 
De'ghred in Wine that was good, 

Becauſe in good Wine there was Truth; 
But growing as poor as a c= 

Unable to purchaſe a Flash. 
He choſe for his Manſion a Tub, 

And liv'd by the Scent of the Cask, 
Hrraclitur ne'er would deny 

A Bumper to cheriſh dis Heart; 
And when he was maudlin woulc crv, 


Becauſe lie had empty d his Quart: 


Tbo 


211 
Tho“ ſome are (© fooliſh to thinle, 
He wept at Men's Follies and Vice, 
Tas oniy his Cuſtom to drink, 
Till the Liquor flow'd out of his Eyes, 
Demacritus always was glad 
To tipple and cheriſh his Soul ; 
Would laugh like a Man that was mad, 
When over a good flowing Bowl ; 
As long as his Cellar was ſtor d, 
The Liquor he'd merrily quaff ; 
And when he was drunk as a Lord, 
At them that were ſober he'd laugh. 


Wiſe S:/:7, who carefully gave 
Gocd Laws unto Athens of Old, 
And thought the rich Cr@ſus a Slave 
(Tho' a King) to his Coffers of Gold; 
He delighted in p'entiful Bowls ; 
But drinking, much Talk would decline, 
Becauſe twas the Cuſtom of Fools, 
To prattle much over their Wine. 
Old Socrates ne er was content, 
"Till a Bottle had heighten'd his Joys, 
Who in's Cups to the Oracle went, 
Or he ne'er had beep counted ſo Wiſe : 
Late Hours he moſt certainly lov d, 
Made Wine the Delight of his Life, 
Or Xanteppe would never have prov'd 
Such a damnable Scold of a Wife, 


Grave Seneca fam'd for his Parts, 
Who tutor'd the Bully of Rome, 
Grew wiſe o'er his Cups and his Quarts, 
Which he drank like a Miſer at Home 
And, to ſhew he lov'd Wine that was good 
To the laſt, (we may truly aver it) 
He tinctur'd his Bath with his Blood, 
So fancy'd he dy d in his Claret. 
Pythagecras did Silence enjoin, 
On his Pupils who Wiſdom would ſeek ; 
Becauſe he tippled good Wine, 
Tul himielt was unable to ipeak ; 


And when he was whimſical grown, 
With fipping his plentiful Bowls, 
By the Strength of the Juice in his Crown, 
He conceiv d Tran ſmigra tion of Souls. 
Cepernicut too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there was Wiſdom in Wine, 
And thought that a Cup of the beſt, 
Made Reaſon the brighter to ſhine ; 
With Wine he repleniſh'd his Veins, 
And made his Philoſophy reel ; 
Then fancy'd the World, like his Brains, 
Turn'd round like a Chariot Wheel. 
Ariſtotle, that Mafter of Arts, 
Had been but a Dunce without Wine, 
And what we aſcribe to his Parts, 
Is due to the Juice of the Vine: 
His Belly, moſt Writers agree, 
Was as big as a watcring Trough ; 
He therefore leap'd into the Sea, 
Becauſe he'd have Liquor enough. 
When 2 had taken a Glaſs, 
He ſaw that no Object appear d, 
ExaQtly the ſame as it was, 
Before he had liquor d his Beard: 
For Things running round in his Drink, 
Which ſober he motionleſs found, 
Occafion'd the Sceptick to think 
There was nothing of Truth to be found, 
Old Plato was reckon'd Divine, 
He fondly to Wiſdom was prone ; 
But had it not been for good Wine, 
His Merits had never been knowa. 
By Wine we are generous made, 
It furniſhes Fancy with Wings, 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 


Philoſophers, Poets, or Kings. 


SonG VI. Young Bacchus, &c. 
Oung Bacchus, zwben merry beftriding bis Tun, _ 


p Proclaim d a ne:gbbourly Fra; 


—ꝛů— 
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The firſt that appear d was a Man of the Gown, 
A jolly parockyal Prieſt ; | 
He fil id up his Bowl, drank a Health to the Church, 
referring it to the King, 
Alrho” ke long fince bad left both in the Lurch, 
Yet be canted like any Thing. 
De next was a talkative Blade (whom we call 
| A Door of the Civil Law) 
He guzzied and drank up the Devil and all, 
As faſt as the Drazcer could draw ; 
Put a Health to all Nobles be ff. 'd, 
; Thy” luſtily he could feoill, fy 4 
Becauſe, ftill the faſter the Quality dy d 
| It brought the more 1 N bi A 7 
The next a Phy fician to Ladies and Lords, 
Who eaſes all Sickneſs and Pain, 
And comures Diſtempers away with hard Words, 
Which he knows is the Head of bit Cain; 
He flep'd frim bis Caach, fl d his Cup to the Brim, 
And gquaffing, did freely agree, 
That Bacchus, who gave us Feb Cordial to drink, 
Was a better Phyſician than be. 


The next wat @ Fuſtice who never read Law, 
| With twenty Informers behind, 
| On Free-coft be tipp!'d, and flill bid them draw, 
"Till bis Worſhip had drank bi mſelf blind ; 
Then reeling away, rambl'd in Queſt 
Of Drunkards and Filts of the Town, 
| That they might be puniſh'd, to frighten the reſt, 
Except they would drop bim a Crown. 
The fifth was a tricking Attorney at Law, 
By Tallymen chiefly emplay d, 
Who lengtben d bis Bill with co hy and mawdraw, 
And a thouſand ſuch Items befide ; 
Toe Healths, that be drank, were to Weſtminſter- Hall, 
And to all the grave Dons of the Gown ; 
| Rependum in Petro, durendum in Paul, 
| Such Latin ſure neuer was known. 


i ke laft that apprar'd was a Soldier in red, | 
With is Hair dall d under bis Hat, Who 
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K oof hd Gentleman made, 
Tho” as and poor as a Rat ; 

He ſwore b 7725 7 bend be 1 by bis King, 
Or the mpudent Punk, 

That be ——— — till © Ul be mace the Butt Ang, 


And bimſelf me confoundedly drunk 
Soxc VII. Ring, ring the Bar-Beil,&c: 


Ulcan, contrive me ſuch a Cup, 
As Neſtor us d of old; 
Shew all thy Skill to trim it up, 
Damask it round with Gold. 


Mike it ſo large, that fill'd with Sack 
Up to the ſwelling Brim, 

Vaſt Toaſts, on the delicious Lake, 
Like Ships at Sea, may ſwim. 


Engrave not Battle on his Cheek, 
With War I've nought to do; 

Im none of thoſe that took Maeſtrechr, 
Nor Yarmouth Leaguer knew. 


Let it no Name of Planets tell, 
Fix'd Stars or Conſtellations 5 

For I am no Sir Sydropbel, 8 
Nor none of his Relations. 


But carve thereon a ſpreading Vine; 

Then add two lovely Boys ; 

Their Limbs in am'rous Folds intwine, | 
The Type of future Joys. | 

Cupid and Bacchus my Saints are, 
May Drink and Love ftill reign; 

With Wine I waſh away my Care, 
And th:n to Love again, 


Son VIII. The Folly Topers. 
F oll the Oc 
A Toper is : 
For when the World's 3 runs croſs, 
Good Liguar gives bim ref. 
And a Toping, and a Toping we will go, Cc. 2 
1 
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ee the», bereft toping Jack 
e 
And if the Bottle's almoſt out, 

el bave the other Quart, 


ö And a Toping, Sc. 
What tho" your ſober Sneakers 
c. Call jolly Tapers Swine ; 


Becauſe they wallow in the Dirt, 
And we do froim in Wine, 
Yet a Toping, &c. 
The Mu fick that delights us moſt, 
Ii when the Bar-Bell rings ; 
For when the Wine's got in our Head: 
We fancy that we're Kings. 
And a Toping, &c. 
Cod Liguer drives away all Cares, 
Wich fo perplex Men's Lives; 
For when tor de drank our Courage up, 
We fear no ſealding Wimes. 
And a Toping, &c. 
Vell drink at Morn, at Noon, and Night, 
The Glaſs ſtill going round ; 
And when wwe cannot fit upright, 
We drin upon the Ground, 
And a Toping, &c, 
Ser hero the ſhining Sparkles riſe, 
Ten fill þm 22 bigh ; 
| 27% gouty Pains attack our Limbs, 
We! drink antil we die, 
And a Toping, Cc. 
The Lover lives on Celia's Smiles, 
And i frrauns, he dies 
Bur uo {god Female Smiles, 4 Frowns, 
| To jolly drinking Boys ? 
And a Toping, &c. 
Let Miſers beap up Store of Gold, 
To pleaſe their greedy Souls ; 
The greatefl Bliſs we Topers find, 
I: in full jimoing Bowls, | 
lere; And a Toping, Sc. 
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Let Whigs and Tories p/ague their Heads, - 
To ſettle State Aﬀairs ; 
Miel drink, and all our Time carouſe, 
If woe live @ thouſand Years, 
And a Toping, &c. 


SoN OG IX. If any ſo wiſe is. 
1 any ſo wiſe is, | 
That Sack he deſpiſcs, | 

Let him drink his Small. Beer, and be ſober ; | 
Whilſt we drink Wine and fing, 

As if it were Spring, 

He ſhall droop like the Trees in OæSaber. 

But be ſure, over Night ; | 
If this Dog do you bite, 

You take it hencefurth for a Warning; | 
Soon as out of your Bed, | | 
To ſettle your Head, 

Take a Hair of his Tail in the Morning 
And be not fo ſilly, 

To follow old Lilly, 

For there's nothing but Wine that can tune us. 
Let his Ne Aſſueſcas 
Be put in his Cap-Caſe, 

And ſing Bibito vinum jejunus, 


SonG X. Well drink, &c. 


E'l drink, and we'll never have done, Boys, 
Put the Glaſs then around with the Sur, B; 
Let Apollo's Example invite us, 
For be's drunk cry Night, 
That makes bim ſo bright, 
That he's able next Morning to light ut, 
Drinking's a Chriſtian Diverſion, 
CUninown to the Turk, ard the Perſian ; 
Let Mahometan Fools 
Live by heathemſh Rules, 
Ang dream oer their Tea-Pots and Ca; 


White 


bile 
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While the brave Britons fag, 
And drink Malts to the King, 
And a Fig for their Sultan and Sophy. 


Song XI. Diogenes, ſurly, &c. 
LD Saturn, that Drone of a God, 
And Father of all the Divine, 
Still govern'd the World with a Nod, 
Yet fancied brick Women and Wine; 
And when he was whimfical grown, 
By fipping his plentiful Bowl, 
Then frankly the Truth he would own, 
That a Wench was the Joy of his Soul, 
Great Jupiter, like his old Dad, 
To Love and a Bottle inclin'd, 
When mellow was conſtantly glad 
To find a plump Girl to his Mind; 
And then as the Story is told, 
He'd conjure himſelf in her 
As once in a Shower of Gold 
He rifled fair Danae 3 Charms. 
Stern Mars, the great God of the Field, 
All Day tho' delighting in Blood, 
At Night his fierce Godſhip would yield 
To Beauty and Wine that was good : 
With Nectar he'd cheriſh his Heart, 
And raiſe up his wanton Deſires, 
Then to Venus, his Darling, impart 
The Warmth of his amorous Fires. 
Apollo, the Patron of Bays, 
Full Goblets would merrily drain, 
And ſing forth portical Lays, - 
When the Fumes had got into his Braia. 
But ftill as he whimfical grew, 
By toping the Juice of the Viaz, 
To Parnaſſus daily he flew, 
To kiſs all the muſical Nine. 
Siy Merciry too, like the reſt, 


And 
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And thought Himſelf perfectly bleſt 


With a Bottle and Miſtreſs at Night t j = 
No Wonder Debauches he lov'd, ; | ; 
And Cheating his Pleaſure he made, | 
For the Gods have ev'ry one prov d * | 
That Pimping was always his Trade. 7 
Plump Bacchus, that tun-belly'd Sot, Who) 
His Thirſt could but ſeldom ally, A 
Till aſtride o'er a Hogſhead he got, The 
And erank all the Liquor away: W 
As long as upright he could ſit, By * 
He'd ſtrenuous bellow for more; ) H 
When eruak, then the Veſſel would quit, Da 
And real to ſome Bacchanal Whore, 


SonG XII. Here's to thee, &c. | Pax 


S rippling John was jeg. ing on, | 
Upon a Rict- Night ; | 
With tart ring Pace, and feery Face, 6 
Suſpicious of bigh Fligbt: 
The Guards, who tk him by bis Lock, 
For ſome chief Fire-brand, 
At, whence be came bat was bis Name ® 
Who are yeu ? ftand, Friend, fland. 
Jam going bome ; 2 Me ring come, 
Ay, ſays one, that's the Caje : 
Some Mating be has hurnt, cu ſer | 
The Flame ſtill in bis Face. 
John ebought 'cwas True to purge the Crime, 
And ſaid, twas hrs Intent, 
Far to aſſwage bit thirſly Rage; 
Dat Meeting tæua: le meant. 


Come, Friend, be plain, you trifls- in wait, | 


Says ene, pray let as know ; 7. 
That ve may find, bub ru re irclin'd, T. 


Are you High-C- wch or Lees? 
John ſaid te that, I/ tell yru wrhbar, 
Te cad Debate: and Seri; _ 
AJ ren ſay, this is my Wn | T 
} Farr my Courſe of Life. [ 
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} ne'er to Bow, nr Burgeſs go, 
To Steeple-Ecuſe, nor Hall; 
| The brich Bar-Eell beſt ſuits my Zeal, 
With, Gentlemen, d ye call ? 
Now judge, am I Lew-Church or High ? 
Fr:m Tawern or the Steeple, 
lose merry Tell exalts the Soul, 
Ard makes us bigb fl:t2on People, 
The Guards came en and leo d at John, 
Vitb Counterance mcſt pleaſant : 
By Wh: ſper round, they all don fourd, 
He vas no I Peajant : 
Se while John ffead, the beſt be cau d, 
Expecting therr Deciſion; 
| | Pax on't, ſays one, let bim be gene, 
0. * 
1 Hen of our ewon Religion, 
* 
| 


| Sone XIII. Here's to thee, my, &c. 


ERE's to thee, my Boy, 
My Darling, my Joy, 
For a Toper I love as my Life, 
I love as my Life ; 
Who ne'er baulks his Glaſs, 
Nor cries like an Aſs, 
To go home to his Miſtreſs or Wife, 
To go home to his Miſtreſs or Wite. 
But heartily quaff+, 
Sings Catches, and laughs 
All the Night he looks jovial and gay, 
Looks jovial and gay ; 
When Morning appears, 
Then homeward he fteers, 
To ſnore out the reſt of the Day, 
To ſnore out the reſt of the Day. 
He feels not the Cares, 
| The Griefs or the Fears, 
| That the Sober too often attend, 
Too oſten attend; | 
{ U 2 Noy 
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Nor knows he a Loſs, 

Diſturbance, or Croſs, 
Save the Want of his Bottle and Friend, 
Save the Want of his Bottle and Friend. 


SonG XIV. When ſhe came, &c 


Ome fill me a Bumper, my jolly brave Boys, 

4 Let's bave 10 . Fumale FR Noiſe; 
For Þ we try'd the Endearments and Pleaſures of Lowe, 
Lind I find they're but Nenſenſe and Whimfies, by Jove, 
When firſt of all Betty and I were acquaint, 

J tubin'd like a Fol, and for fizb'd like a Saint : 
But I feund her Religion, her Face, and her Lowe, 
Were Hypocriſy, Pair, and Self- Intereſs, by Jove. 
 Stoect Cecil came next, wwith ber languiſhing Air, 
Her Outfide wat orderly, modes and fair; 

But ber Soul vas ſopbiſiicate, ſo was ber Love, 

For Ind ſhe was only a Strumpet, by Jove. 
Iatele double. giit Jenny's Celd charm'd me at laſt. 
( You hero Marriage and Money together dues beſt } 
But the Baggage, forgetting ber Vows and ber Love, 
Cave ber Guid to a ſnio ling, dull C:xcemb, by Jod. 
Come l ws a Bumper then, jolly brave Boys, 

Here's a Fareael to Female Impert' nence and Neiſe ; 
J iu finy of their Sex, that are worthy my Love, 


And for Strumpets and Filts, I abber them, by Jove. 
Song XV. Let Soldiers fight, &c. 


| ET Soldiers fight for Prey or Praiſe, 
And Money be the Miſer's Wiſh ; 

Poor Scholars ſtudy all their Days, 

And Gluttons glory in their Diſk : 
Ji Wine, pure Wine revives fad Sour, 
Ther: fore fill us the clearing Bowls. 
Let Minions marſhal ev'ry Hair, 

And in a Lover's Lock del ht, 
And artificial Colours wear 


Pure Wine is native red and white: 
"Fg Wine, &c. The 
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The back ward Spirit it makes brave, 
That lively which before was du'l ; 
Opens the Heart that loves to ſave, 


: And Kindneſs flows from Cups brimfull: 
* | *Tis Wine, &c. 

iſe; Some Men want Youth, and others Health, 
, * | Some want a Wife, and ſome a Punk, 
1. Some Men want Wit and others Wealth; 


But they want nothing that are drunk : 
"Tis Wine, pure Wine revives ſad Souls, 


Therefore give us the clearing Boruli. 


| SoN XVI. An bundred Years hence, 


ET us drink and be merry, 
Dance, joke, and rejoice, 
With Claret and Sherry, 
Theorbo, and Voice : 
The changeable World 
* To our Joy is unjuft, 
All Treaſure's uncertain, 
Then down with your Duſt, 
ö In Frolicks diſpoſe 
Your Pounds, Shillings and Pence, 
2 For we thall de nothing, 
Kc. An hundred Vears hence. 


We'll kiſs, and be free, 
With Mall, Petty, and Nelly, 
Have Oyſters and Lobſters, 
And Maids by the B—y. 
Fiſh-dinners will make 
A Lats (pring like a Flex; 
Dame Yeu: (Love's God dets) 
Was bon of the Sea: 
With Bacchus, and her, 
We'll tick!e the Senſe, 
For we ſhall be paſt it 
T he An hundred Years hence, 


1 3 
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Your moſt Feautifu! Bit, 

That hath ail Eyes upon her, 
That ker Honeſty fells 

For a Huwutgen/t of Honour, 

Whote Lightneſs, and Brightne(., 

Doth ſhine in ſuch Splendor, 
That none but the Stars 

Are thought fit to attend her: 
Though now ſhe be pleatant, 

And ſweet to the Senſe, 
Will be damnablv mould» 

An hundred Years hence. 


The Uſurer, that 
in the hundred takes twenty, 
Who wants in his Wealth, 
And pines in his Plenty , 
Lays up for a Seaſon 
Which he ſhall ne er ſee, 
The Year One Thouſand 
Eight hundred and three: 
His Wit and his Wealth, 
His Learning and Senſe, 
Shall be turn'd to nothing 
An hundred Years hence, 


Your Chancery-Lawyers, 
+ Wheſe Subtlety thrives, 
In ſpinning out Suits 
To the Length of three Lives , 
Such Suits which the Clieuts 
Do weir out in Slav'ry, 
Whilt Pleader makes Conſcience 
A Cloak for his Knay'ry 
May booſt of Sublety, 
In the prefſ-n: Tenſe, 
But N ef int entus 


An hundred Years hence. 


Then why ſh-n'd we timo 
In C:rrs and in Fers, 


| 


© *%y, 0 = Sm MAaS ! a a... 
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Let's 
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Let's eat, drink, and play, 
"Til; the Worms do corrupt us, 
"Tis certain, poſt mortem, 
NAI woluptas. 
Let's deal with our Damſels, 
That we may, from thence, 
Have Broods to ſucceed us ; 
An hundred Years hence. 


Sox XVII. On, on, my Dear, &c. 
Ere's to thee, my Damon, let's drink and be merry, 

And drown all our Cares in full Bumpers Sherry ; 
Commit ev ry Care to the Guardians above, 7 , 


Ard we'll live like Immortals in Pleaſure and Love. 


Here's Phillis's Health, lo] the Liguor flows biber 
"Tis Phillis's Name that awakens the Fire : 5 
Since the Liguor is clear, let our Eloguence ſhine 
And Fancy be brit as the ſpartling Wine, 


Je Nympbs, and ye Graces Cupids, ye Swans 
Go pluck the ſaveet Roſes the ride of the Plains ; , 
Pluck only ſuch Roſes as wvrthby the Fair, 

And weave ber a Chaplet with diligent Care: 


While to yon cool Poplar's hind Shade we retire, 
To melt in Embraces, and mingle our Fire; 

I: languiſhing Bliſſes, well live, and we'll die, 
Sbe ll melt in the Flames that I catch at ber Eye, 


SownG XVIII. Folly Martals, &c. 


ET's be jovial, fill our Glaſſes, 
+ Madneſs tis for us to think, 
How the World is rul'd by Aſſes, 
And the Wiſe are ſway'd by Chink. 
Then never let vain Cares oppreſs us; 
Riches are to them a Snare ; 
We're ev'ry one a5 rich as Creſus, 


While cur Bottle drowns our Care. 
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Wine will make us red as Roſes, 
And our Sorrows quite forget; 

Come, let's fuddle all our Noſes, 
Drink ourſelves quite out of Debt. 


When grim Death comes looking for us 
We are toping off our Bowls ; x 
Bacchus joining in the Chorus, 
Death, be gone, here's none but Souls, 


Ged-like Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling Death away ſhall fly; 
Ever after underſtanding, 


Drinking Souls can never die. 


SoNG XIX. Vine does, &c. 


Ine dees Wonders ev ry Day, 
Makes the heawy light and gay; 
Tirows off all their Melancholy, 
Makes the wiſeſt go aſtray, 
And the Buſy toy and , 
And the Poor and Needy jolly. 


Vine makes trembling Cowards bold, 

Men in Years forget they're old ; 
Wemen leave their cey dijdaimng, 

Wh: till then were ſhy and cold; 

Makes the Niggard ſligbt his Gold, 
And the Feppiſb entertaining, 


SonG XX. If the Glaſſes, &c. 


F the Glaſſes they are empty, 
I Fill again, my Soul's a-dry ; 
Sure ſuch Wine as this will tempt y2, 
To carouſe in Sympathy. 
Thirſty Souls, like Plants expiring, 
Moiſture ever are defiring 3 
Thus careſſing 
Nature's Bleſſing, 
We'll the ſober World defy. 


See, 
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See, the Bottle, how its Beauty 
Smiles in ev'ry ruby Face; 
We to Bacchus owe a Duty, 
Drink, brave Heroes, drink a-paee. 
Cou'd the Globe be fill'd with Claret, 
Souls like mine wou'd never ſpare it; 
Ever drinking, 
Void of thinking, 
We'd the happy Hours embrace. 


Sox XXI. Ring, ring the Bar, &c. 


ing, ring the Bar-Bell of the World, 
Great Bacchus calls for Wine : 

Haſte, pierce the Globe, its Juices drain, 
To whet him e'er he dine. 

Have you not heard the Bottle cluck, 
When firſt you have poured forth; 

The Globe ſhall cluck, as ſoon as tapp'd, 
To brood ſuch Sons of Worth. 


When this World's out, more Worlds we'll have, 
Who dare oppoſe the Call ? 

If we had twice ten thouſand Worlds, 
E'er Night we'd drink them all. 


See, ſee our Drawer Atlas comes, 
His Cask upon his Back ; 

Haſte, drink and ſwill, let's booze amain, 
Till all our Girdles crack. 

Apollo cry'd, let's drink amain, 
Leſt Time ſhould go aftray, 

We'll make Time drunk, the reſt reply d, 
We Gods can make a Day. 


Brave Hercules, who took the Hint, 
Required Time to driak ; 

And made him gorge ſuch Potions down, 
That 'Time forgot to think. 


Unthinking Time thus overcome, 
And nanplus'd in the vaſt; Un. 
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Diſſolv'd in the ætherial World, 
Sigh'd languiſh'd, groan'd his laſt. 
Now Time's no more, let's drink away, 
Hang flinching, make no Words: 
Like tru:-born Bacchalian Souls, 
We'll get as drunk as Lords. | 


Sox XXII. When lovely Phillis, Sc. | 


Hen !ovely Phil is, thou art bind, 
Nougt t but Raptures fill my Mind ; 
"Tis then I think thee ſo divine, 
Texcel the mighty Peer of Mine: 
Brut wwhen thou inſult t, and laughs at my Pair, 
I waſh thee away with ſparkling Champaien ; 
So bravely contemn b:th the By and bis Mother, 
And drive cut one Gad by the Pewer of another, 
When Pity in thy Looks I ſee, 
T freely quit my Friends for thee ; 
Per ſua five Love ſo charms me then, 
My Freedom I'd not wiſh again: 
But when thou art cruel, and he:ds not my Care, 
Then flraight with a Bumper I baniſh Deſpair ; 
So bravely contemn beth the Boy bis Matber, 
Ard drive out one Ged by the Power of anstber. 


Song XXIII. Buſy, curious, &c. 
Uſy, curious, thirſty Fly, 
Drink with me, and drink as I; 
reely welcome to my Cup, 
Could'ſ thou ſip and ſip it up: 
Make the moſt of Liſe you may, 
Life is ſhort and wears away. 
Life is ſbort, &c. 
Both alike are mine and thine, 
Haſten quick to their Decline ; 
Thine's a Summer, mine's no more, 
Tho” repeated to threeſcore ; 
Threeſcore Summers, when they're gone, | 
Will appear as ſhort as ones Will appear. 2 
— 


2 
8 
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SonG XXIV. He that will not 
Merry, Merry be. 


E that will not Merry, Merry be, 
IVb a generous Brew and a Toaſt, 
May be in Bride well be Hut up, 
Ard faſt b:und to a Poſt : 
Let him be Merry, Merry there, 
And we'll be Merry, Merry here; 
Fer who can know where we ſhall go 
To be Merry another Year ? 


He that coil not Merry, Merry be, 
Aid tate hi: Glaſs in Courſe, 

May be b oblig a to drink Small. Beer, 
Ne er a Penny in bis Purſe : 

Let him be Merry, Cc. 


He that will net Merry, Merry be, 
With a Comp'ny of Jelly Boys 

May be be plagu'd with a 22 Wig, 
To confound bim with ber Noiſe : 

Let him be Merry, &c. 


He that will net Merry, Merry be, 

With bis Miſtreſs in bis Bed; 

Let him be buried in the Church-Yard, 
And me be put in his Stead : 

Let him be Merry, Merry there, 

And we'll be Merry, Merry here ; 

Fcr who can know where we ſhall go 

To be Merry another Year ? 


Song XXV. Hark, away, tis, &c. 
OLLY Sculi that are generous and free, 
And true V:t'ries to Bacchus will be, 
T5 great Bacchus Shrine let's repair, 
Ard a Bottle or tæus offer there, 
Cher. Exempt from Exciſe, our Joys: higher riſe, 
Still drinking, ne'er thinking of what is to pay 5 
Our Bottle at Night, gives us Joy and Delight, 
And drowns all the drowſy Fatigues of the Day- 
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Let the griping old Uſurer pine, 

Lee the Lover call Phillis "A 

Let each Man what be fancies commend, 

My Delight's in my Bottle and Friend, 
Exempt from, Cc. 


O Tobat Foy from the Bottle there ſprings! 
It can make us greater than Ki ngs, 
If our Spirits by Grief are oppreſs d, 
ine alone can procure us ſome reſt, 
Exempt from, Cc. 


Great Influence has Wine over Love, 
And tbe Coy can make hinder to prove; 
Tho" the Nymph very flighting denies, 
Jt diſcovers the Truth in ber Eyes. 

Exempt from, Ce. 


It can make us all Heroes in brief, 

And the Wretched forget all bis Gricf ; 

It inſpires the Gallant and Brave, 

And Freedom can give to the Slave. 

Exempt from Exciſe, our Joys higher riſe, 
Still drinking, ne er thinking of what is to pay; 

Our Bottle at Night, gives us Joy and Delight, 
And drowns all the drowſy Fatigues of the Day. 


Song XXVI. Come let us prepare. 


HE Sages of old, 
In Frepbecy told, 
The cauſe of @ Nation's undoing ; 
But cur new Engliſh Breed 
No Prophecies need, 
Far each one bere ſeeks bis own Ruin, 


With Grumbling and Jars, 
We promote Civil Wars, 


And preach up falſe Tenets tos many; 
e 


We rail, and we fight 
Fer Rul tion, yet no Man bas any. 
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Then him let's commend, 
That's true to his Friend, 
And the Church and the Senate would Hertie; 
Who delight: not in Bleed, 
But draws when he ſbeu d, 
Ard brawely ſtands brunt to the Baul.. 


Who rails nat at Kings, 
Nor polittch Things, © 
Yar Treaſon wwill ſpeak when be's Mella : 
But takes a full Glaſs, 
To kis Country's Succeſs ; 
Tus, this is an benq, brave Felloxw, 


| Sono XXVII. How bleſs'd, &c. 


Eave off this idle Prating 
| Talk no more of Whigs and Tory ; 
But drink your Glaſs, 
Round let it paſs, 
The Bottle ſtands before ye. 
Chorus. Fill it up, 
J the T: p, 
Let the Night with Mirth be crown'd 3 
Drink about, 
See it out, 


; Leve and Friendſhip flill ge round. 


15 Claret be a Bleſſing, 
This Night devote to Pleaſure ? 

Let worldly Cares, 

And State Affairs, 


Be thought on at more Leiſure, 
Fill it up, &c. 


If any be ſo zealous, 

To be a Party's Minion, 
Let him drink like me, 
We'll foon agree, 

And be of one Opinion, 

F ill it up , &c. 


ä | SON 
* | X 0x 
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Sono XXVIII. Charles of Sweden, 


Ome, jolly Bacchus, God of Wine, 
Crown this Night with Pleaſure : 
Let none at 2 22 Life , 
To 
Fill up the miahes 2e Bowl, 
That 4 ry true a 
May drink, and fi — Controul!, } 
To ſuppert our 25 | a 


Thus, mighty Bacchus, fool them be, 
Guardian to our Pleaſure ; 
That, under thy Protection, wwe 
May enjoy new Pleaſure : 
And, as the Hours glide away, 
Well in thy Name invoke their Stay, 
Aud fing thy Praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with Pleaſure. 


Soo XXIX. Wine's a Miſtreſs, &c. | 


INE's a Miftreſs gay and eaſy, 
Ever free to give Delight ; 

Let what may perplex and traze ye, 

"Tis the Bottle ſets all right. 
Who would leave a laſting Pleaſure, 

To embrace a childiſh Treaſure, 

Which as ſoon as taſted takes its Flight ? 
Pierce the Cask of generous Claret, 


P 


Rouze your Hearts, e're tis too late; Ti 
Fill the Goblet, never ſpare it, 
That's your Armour gainſt all Fate. 7 


So XXX. If Phillis, &c. 
F Phillis denies me Relief, 
If ſhe's angry, I'Il feels it in Wine: 
Though ſhe laughs at my amorous Grief, 
At my Mirth why ſhould ſhe repine 7 10 | 


— — — — 
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Kling Champaign ſhall remove 
Griefs my dull Soul has in Store : 


Brisk 
All 
My Reaſon I loft when I lov'd, 


y Drinking, what can I do more ? 
Would Phrllis but pity my Pain, 

Or my am'rous Vows would a 
The Juice of the Grape I'd diſdain, 

And be drunk with nothing but Love, 


Song XXXI. Come let us nee. 


HE Macedon Yoauth 
Left behind bim this Truth, 
That nothing is done with much Thinking ; 
He drunk, and be fought, 
*Till be bad what be ſought, 
The World wwas bis own by good Drinking, 


* drench'd bit brave Soul 
lentiful Bowl, 
Ad a — Trouble and Scrrow ; 
His Head never run 
Of what was to be done, 
Far be car d not To-day for To-morrow, 


SonG XXXII. There was à jovial, 


None, all ye jolly Bacchanals, 
That love to tope goed Wine, 
L us offer up a Hoeſhead, 
Unto our Maſter's Shrine, 
And a Toping we will go, Ce. 
Then ler us drink, and never ſprini, 
For I'll give a Reaſon oy 
"Tis a great Sin to leave 
Till vue ve drank the Cellar 2 
And a Toping, Sc. 
In Times of Old I was a Feal, 
I drank the Water clear; 
But Bacchus took me from that Rule, 
He thought . - — om 


And a Toping, &c. 
18855 X 2 He 
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The Fu a Gobl:t to the Brim, 
Ard bad me take a Sup ; 
But kad it been a Gallon-Pa, 
By Jove I'd oft it 2 
And a T: ping, Oe. 
Hed ever fince that bappy Time, 
Gori Mine bas been my Cheer ; 
N:w nothing pues me in a Sw:on, 
but Water or Small- Beer. 
And a Toping, &e. 

Then let us tepe about, my Boys, 
And bar n 25. ft * 
But fill cur Shins Erimſul of Wine, 

And drain the Bettles 
And a Toping, &c, 


Song XXXIII. Come fill us, &c. 
Rong fill me a Bumper of Red, my brave Boys, 


Let us call for the Slave from below, 
Wine alone tis inſpires the Mind with true Joys, 
Since the Geds in their H- -s drink ſo. 


He. that troubles his Head with dull Cares is an Af, 
Having ſuch brisk Liquor before him ; 
Let's bury the World in the Grave of the Glaſs, 
And for the brisk God let's adore him. 


Let's laugh at the Wiſe, and their Morals defpiſe, 
The rich Juice tis that aftords us Delight ; 
Let us drink a good Health to our Miſtreſs's Eyes, 

Till our own Eyes ſhall bid us good Night. 


Song XXXIV. Some liken Man, &c. 


ONE liken Man to brittle Glaſt, ; 
Same to a burning Taper; 
To Garden Flow rs, or Meadow Cra ſe, 
Or to a rifing Vapour, 
But, dvubtleſs, Beer in Barrel tunn d, 
Or clje in Battle pent, 
Does human Life thro" all its Reund, 
MP8 clearly repreſent, 


* 


r 
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The Infant Drink will dev ling diſe, 
And cry like Child in Cradle; 
You muff let neither le te | 
Nor yet too claſely 42 4. 
New Ale, we know, tis full of Wind, 
Waning due Time to flale ir; 
The Dregs, nt yet * 
Are raufeous to 2 RR” : 
etrmes, our At imphy: 
To 72 Liguar; OS | 
And who believer, but that the Boy's 
Correftian is 4 Bitter ? 
Mt length impriv'd by rip"ning Ape, - 
Bath Man and Beer 21. 
To Carver ſat ion they engage, 
And ev'ry Friend detigtt. 
But if the Cork be nought in one, 
Hind wweak the Head in tcothber ;; 
The Liar flat, a Dance the Man, 
And neither can recover, 


SonG XXXV. Bacchus, God, &c. 


Acchus, God of mortal Pleaſure, 
Ever give me thy dear Treaſure, 
How I Jong for t'other Quart 
Drowſy Waiter, fince 'tis no later, 
Why ſhould good Companions part ? 
He that's willing, whip a Shilling, 
Follow this Example round; 
If you'd wear a liberal Spirit, 
Put about the generons Claret, 
After Death no Drinking's found. 


Sox XXXVI. When I viſit, &c. 
W HEN I wifit pod Celia juft come from my Glaſs, 
Sbe tells me I'm fluſter'd, and bat like an As : 
When I mean of my Paſſion 10 put her in Mind, 
bill nic leave Drinhing, er ſhe'll ne er be find : 
* 3 


* 
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That ſte't charmingly handſome, I very well know, © 
And ſo is my Bottle, each Bumper ſo too ; 
And to leave my Soul"s Foy, ob ! "tis Nenſenſe to a, 
Let her go to the Devil, bring the t other balf Fla d. 
Had ſhe tax d me with Gaming, and bad me forbear, 
"Tis a thouſand to one I had lent her an Ear, 
Had ſhe found out my Chloris up three Pair of Stairs," 


I bad baulk*d ber, and gone to St. James's 7 Prayers, 
Had ſbe bid me read Homilies three Times a Day, 
She perhaps had been bumour d with little to ſay, 
But at Night te deny me my Flack of dear Red, 
Let ker go the Devil, there's no more to be ſaid, 


Sono XXXVII. 4 Pox on the, &. 


A Pox on the Times, 
t them go as they will, 

Tho' the Taxes are grown ſo h:avy 3 
Our Hears are our own, 
And ſhall be fo till, 

Drink about, my Buys, and be merry. 
Let no Mn deſpair, 
But drive away Care, 

And drown all our Sorrows with Claret : 
We'll never repine, 

S they give us eood Wine, 

Let 'em take all our Drofs, we can ſpare it, 
We value not Chink, 
Unleſs to buy Drink, 

Or purchaſe us innocent Pleaſure; 
When tis gane, we ne'er fret, 
So w- Liquor can get, 

For Mirth of itſelf is a Treaſure. 
No Miter can be, 
So happy as we, 

Tho compaſs'd with Riches he wallow ; 
Day and Night he's in feaz, 
And ne'er without Care, 


While nothing diſturts the Coed Fellow, 
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Come fill up the Glaſs, 
And round It it paſs, 

For Nature doth Facu:ms decline; 
Drown the ſpruce formal Aſs, 
That's afraid of his Face, 

We'll drink *till our Noſes does Pbæbus out- ſhine. 
While we*ve Plenty of this, 

We can ne*er do amilſ:, 

"Tis an Antidote gainſt our Ruin; 
And the Lad that drinks mot, 
With Honour may boaſt, 

He fears neither Death nor Undoing. 


Song XXXVIII. While the, &c. 


Hile the Lover is thinking, 
With my Friend Ill be drinking, 
Ald with Vor pur ſue my Deligbt; 
Meile the Fol is di ſig ning 
Hes fatal confining, 
With Bacchus TAI fp:r:d the mobole Night, 
With the God I'll be i,, 
Without Madneſs or Folly, 
Fickle Women to marry implore ; 
Lexve my Bot:le and Friend, ; 
For fo faliſß an End! 
When I do, may I never drink mere. 


Song XXXIX. Upbraid me, &c. 


J me net, capricious Fair, 
With drinking to Exceſt; 
I beall we want t dreaun Deſpair, 
Wes jzr Indifference leſs. 
Leve me, y Dear, and yu ſpall fird, 
Wen this Excuſe is pore, 
That all my Foys, when Chloe's kind, 
Are Fx d on ber alone. 
The Ged of Wine to Beauty yields ævitb Pay * 
Fr Bacchus enly drinks (lil me, lite me, 
L me) when Ariadu:'s coy, 


SONG 
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Song XL. Ye Cats, that, &c. 


E Cats, that at Midnight ſpit Love at each other, 
Who beft feel the Pangs of a paſſionate Lover; 
I appeal to your Scratches and tattered Fur, 
If the Bufineſs of Love he no more than to purr. 
Old Lady Grimalkin, with of * Eyes, 
When Kitten knows ſomething , . 
You find by Experience the Fit"s ſoon d er, 
Puſs, Puſs laſts not long, but turns to Cat-whore, 
Men ride many Miles, 
Cats tread many Tiles, 
Both hazard, both hazard their Necks in the Fray; 
Only Cats, if they fall 
From a Houſe or a Wall, 
Keep their Feet, mount their Tails, mount their Tails, and 
away. 


SoncG XLI. Old Adam, it is true. 


ALD Adm, it is true, 
No Care in Eden knew, 
Yet his Sons live more gay and airy ; 
For he tippl'd Water, 
While we, who come after, 
Drink Claret and racy Canary. 


Then let each take his Glaſs, 
And drink to his Laſs, 
But ne*er be a Slave anto either, 
For they are only wiſe, 
Who both equally prize, 
And join Bacchus and Fenut together. 


Whenever we thus meet, 
All our Joys to compleat, 
And our [Jollity ne'er can expire; 
They our Faculties warm, 
And as mutuilly charm, 
While each from the other takes Fire: 


SONG 
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Sox c XLII. By the gaily, &c. 


Y the gaily circling Glaſs 

We can {ce how Minutes paſs ; 
the hallow Cask are told, 
the waining Night grows old. 
Soon, too ſoon, the buſy Day 
Drives us from ur Sport and Play, 
What have we with Day to do? 
Sans of Care ! twas made for you. 


Soma XLIII. Zeno, Plato, Ariſtotle. 


Em, Plate, Ariſtctle, 

All were Lovers of the Bottle; 
Poets, Painters, and Mu ſicians, 
Churchmen, Lawyers, and Phyſicians : 

All admire a pret'y Laſs, 

All require a chearful Glaſs : 

Ev'ry Pleaſute has its Scaſon, 

Love and Drinking are no Treaſon: 


SonG XLIV. Two Gods of, &c. 


WO Gezds of great Honour, Bacchus and Apollo, 
The one ſum d in Muſick, the other in Wine, 
In Herden wer: raving, diſputing, and braving, 
Naß Nene was the and Trade moſt divine. 


Year Mefick, ys Bacchus, would fun us and rack us, 
Did Claret act ſoften the Dijcord [you male: 
are mt inviting, mr Verſes delighting, 
Tiff Poets of my great I. fluence partake. 
I'm plump and jolly, Melancholy, 
EE Os þ 2227 a String ? 
Rogues deem g tn 2 Gibbet do often contribute, 
To purchaſe a Buttle before they do ſwing. 
Is Love I am wied, by old and young courted, 
A Girl, when inſpired by me, is ſoon 9cen 5 
Lo great are the Mations of one of my Pot:ons, 
The Mujes, cba* Maids, I could whore ev'ry * 
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When Meortals are fratted, perplex'd, or indebted, 
To me, as 4 Father, fer Succour they cry 3 

In their ſad Condition, I bear their Petitien, 
A Bertie revives the oppreſs'd Votary. 


Then leave Tooting, Fidling, and Fluei 
A ſide 5 and A down to the Flas * 
My 1. they are riper than Songs from a Piper, 
at Mufick is ftuecter than ſounding a Ca- 
Says Phæbus, this Fellow is drunk ſure, or mellow, 
To prize Muſick leſs than Wine and Octaber, 
Since thoſe, wvho love Drinking, are void of all Thinking, 
And want ſo much Senſe as to keep themſelves ſober, 
Thus while were wranplirg, diſputing and j 
Came rnd Ars — — 2 : rl, 
Says foe, now to eaſe ye, Mars beft of all pleas'd me, 
-vuy with a Bottle, and charm'd with a 
Flute, 


Your Mi fick bas charm'd me, ycur Wine has alarn:'d me, 
When I bave ſeem d coy and hard to be tuen; 

bea bath baue been mcving, I could not help loving, 
And Wine bas completed what Muſick begun. 

The Gods flruck with Wonder, declar d by Jove's Thunder, 
They'd mutually join in ſupplying Lowe's Flame; 

$0 each, in their Function, mov'd on in Conj unction, 


To melt with ſoft Pleaſure the amerems Dame, 


Sono XLV. My Goddeſs, &c. 


S ſwift as Time put round the Glaſs 
And husband well Life's little Space 

Perhaps your Sun that ſhines ſo bright 

May ſet in everlaſting Night. 

Or if the Sun again ſhould riſe, 

Death, eber the Morn, may cloſe your Eyes; 

Then drink before it be too late, 

And ſnatch the preſent Hour from Fate. 


as. Ca wwra 


2 


4 
7 


er, 


239 ) 
Come fill a Bumper, fill it round, 

Let Mirth, and Wit, and Wine abound ; 
In theſe alone true Wiſdom lies, 

For to be merry's to be wiſe. 


SonG XLVI. As ſoon as the, &c. 


S foon as the Chaos was turn d into Ferm, 
A And the i Race of Men knew a Good from a 


Harm ; 
chly did jei 
* 2 * 


That or” rag chiefeſt Bleſſings were Women and 


ine: 
Since when by Example, improving Delights, 
Wine governs our Days, Love and Beauty our Nights 2 
Love on then, and drink, 
"Tis a Folly to think 
On N out of our Reaches ; 
e moral in Thoupgbt, 
To be merry's no Fault, 
The" an Elder the contrary preaches : 
For never, my Friends, 
Never, never, my Friends, 
Never, never, my Friends, woas an Ave of mere Vice, 
Than when Knaves would ſeem. pious, and Fools would 
ſeem wiſe, 


Son XLVII. I wiſh my Love, &c. 


HE thirfty Earth ſucks up the Rain, 
And drinks, and gapes for Drink again. 

The Plants ſuck in the Earth and Air, 
With conftant drinking, freth and fair. 
The Sea itſelf, which one would think, 
Should have but little Need for Drink ; 
Drinks ten thouſand Rivers up, 
So fill'd, that they o'erflow the Cup. 


The buſy Sun (and one ſhould gueſs, 
By's drunken fiery Face, no le, 
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Drinks up the Sea; and when he's done, 
The Moon and Stars drink up the Sun; 
They drink and danee by their own Light, 
They drink and revel all the Night : 
Nothing in Nature's ſober found, 

But an eternal Health goes round, 

Fill up the Bowl then, fill it high, 

Fill all the Glaſſes there; for why 
Shou'd ev'ry Creature drink but I, 
Why, Men of Morals, tell me why ? 


So XLVIII. Bacchus muſt, &c. 


Acchus muff now bis Power reſign, 
I am the cnly God of Wine ; 

J. is nit fit that the Wretch fheuld be 
In Comp'titiin ſet ⁊uith me, 
Wis can drink ten Times mare than he. 
Mate a nezo Mrd, ye Potuers divine, 
Stock'd with nothing elſe but Mine; 
Let Wine its only Proauft be, 
Let Wine be Earth, be Air, and Sea, 
And let that Wine le all for me. 


Let other Murtal wainly wear 
A tedious Life in anxious Care: 

Let the Ambitious toil and think, 
Let States or Empires ſwim or fink, 
My fole Ambition is to drink, 


Song XLIX. Of all Comforts, &c. 


He. F all Comforts I miſcarried, 

When I play'd the Sot and married, 
*Tis a Trop there's none need doubt on't, 
Thoſe, that are in, wou'd fain get out on't. 


She. Fic! my Dear, pray come to Bed, 
That Napkin take, and bind your Head, 
Too much Drink your Brains have dos'd, 
You'll be quite alter'd when repos'd. 


He. Oons! tis all one if I'm up or Te dewn, 


For as ſoon as the Cock crows I' be gone, She 
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She, 'T':5 to grieve me, thus you leave me, 

Was I, was I made a Wife to lie alone! 

He. From your Arms myſelf divorcing, 

1 this Morn muſt ride a Courſing, 

A Sport that fir excels a Madam, 

Or all the Wives that have been ſince Adam, 

Ste, I, when thus I've loſt my Due, 

Muit hug my Pi low wanting you; 

And, whilſt you tope it al the Day, 

Regale in Cups of harmleſs Tea, 

He, Pox | what care I ? drink your Slops till you die 3 
Yonder's Brandy will keep me a Month from Home. 
She, If thus parted, I'm broken-hearted ; 

When I, when I ſend for you, my Dear, pray come. 
He. Eber I b= from rambling hindred, 

Ill renounce my Spouſe and Kindred ; 

To be ſober I've no Leiſure, 

What's a Man without his Pleaſure ? 

She. To my Grief then I muſt ſez, 

Strong Wine and Nantz my Rivals be 

Whilſt you carouſe it with your Blades, 

Poor I fit ſtitching with my Maids. 

He, *Oons! you may go to your Goſſips you know, 
And there, i' you meet with a Friend, pray do. 

Ste. Go, ye Joker, go, Provoker, 

| Never, never ſhall I mect a Man like you, 


 Sone L. Let's be fovial, &c. 


: OLLY Mortals, fill your Gl:/fes, 
Nehle Deeds are dine by Mine; 

dern the Nymęb and ail ker Graces, 
lid for Low? or Beauty pine? 

Last within the Bui that's fl: wing, 
Ard a t Ciharns you'll find 

Are than Phil's, ts juſt going 

Sh I the Moment te be kind. 

* Alex- 
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Alexander hated thinking, 
Drank about at n 3 
He ſubdu'd the World by Drinking, 
Are than by bis congu'ring Sword. 


Song LI. Give me but, &c. 


(; Ive me but a Friend and a Glaſs, Boys, 
Inu fhew ye what tis to be gay; 
I'll not care a Fig for a Laſs, Boys, 
Nor love my brisk Youth away ; 
Give me but an honeft Fellow, 
That's pleaſanter when he is mellow, 
fell live twenty four Hours a Day. 


Tis Woman in Chains does bind, Boys, 
But tis Wine that makes us free; 

"Tis Woman that makes us blind, Boys, 
But Wine makes us doubly ſee. 

The Female is true to no Man, 

Deceit is inherent to Women, 
But none in a Brimmer can be. 


Song LII. Come, fill me a Glaſs, &c. 


OME, fil! me a Glaſi, fi it bigh, 
A Bumper, a Burtper Lil bave ; 
He's Fro that will flinch, Ti net bete an Ich, 
The" I drink myſelf into my Grave. 
Tres a Health to all thije jolly Souls, 
Who lite me will never gie oer, 
Whom nu Danger contreals, but will tate off their Baud, 
And merrily Rlickle for more. 


Drown Reaſon and all ſuch weak Fos, 
T /corn ts cbey ber Command ; 
Cu d fhe ever juppoſe I'd be led by the Nee, 
And let my Glajs idly ſtand ? 
Reput tions a Bugbear te Fools, 
A Foe to the Fey. of dear Drinbirg. 
ade Uſe of by Tools, abc" d ſet us ie Rules, 
Ant bring us te felrtich Things 
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Fill em all, TI bave fix in Hand, 
For Pre triflel an Age ay: 
'Tis in wain to command, the fleeting Sand 
Retuls ox, and cannot ſtay. 
C:me, my Lads, move the Glaſs, drink about, 
| ' We'll drink the Univerſe dry; 
i We'll ſet Fest to Fort, and drink it all out, 
If ence tue grow ſober, wwe die. 


Sone LIII. Brist Claret, &c. 


Risk Claret and Sherry 
Will make us all merry ; 
Then fill the Glaſs, fill the Glaſs readily round ; 
Put it o'er the left Thumb, 
Tho' the Company's dumb, 
'Twill open their Pipes with a muſcal Sound, 
"Twill en, &c. 
Then ſol, la, me, fa, 
With a Note on ela, 
Then higher, then higher perhaps it may riſe, 
Fill a Bumper about, 
For without any doubt 
re Jolly Bacchus, jolly Bacchus is prais d to the Skies, 
I: prais'd to the Skies, &c. 


Song LIV. The Man that is, &c. 


| HE Man that is drunk is void of all Care; 
He needs neither Parthian Quiver nor Spear: 

The Moor's poiſon' d Dart be N to weild, 

His Bottle alone is bis Weapon and Shield. 

Undauntcd he go's among Bullies and Whores, 

Demcliſbes Windows, and breaks open Doors; 

He revels all Night, is afraid cf no Evil, 

And beldly defies both Proctor and Devil. 


As {ate I rode out with my Skin full of Wine, 
Encumber*d neither cuith Care nor with Cain, 
I b-ldly confronted a horrible Dun, 
Aﬀrighted, as ſoon as be ſaw me, be run. 
Y 2. Ne 


ops, | 
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AN Mhorſter coul put you to balf fo much Fear, 
Shculd be n Apulia's Foref appear ; 

In Aurica“ Deſirt there never 045 (ren 


A NMrſter js hated by Grds and by Men, 

Come place me. ye Deities, under the Line, 

Where grows nt a Tree, wir a ['lint, Lut the Fine ; 
O'er bot-larning Sands I/ feodlter and awweat, 
Bare. froted, with rething to keep off the Hear. 
Or place me where San-fh:ixe is ne er to le Fund, 
Where the Earth is with Minter eterrally bound ; 
Ev'n there I 2w11.1d noug ht but my Bottle require, 
My Bottle ſhould warm me, and fill me with Fire. 
My Tutor may job me, and lay me down Rules, 
Wis minis them but damn'd phil plical Fou's ? 
For tobe I amc, and can no mere drink, 

*Tis Time encugh then for to fit down and think, 
Iba thus Alexander Twas tutor'd in wan, 

For le thorvbt Ariſtotle an Aſs for bis Pain; 

H's Sorrows be us'd in full Fumpers to drown, 


And when be was drunk, then the World was Ft on, © 


This W-rld is a Tavern worth Liquor el! ftr d, 
And into't I came to be drunk as a Lord; 

My Life is the Reck'ning, which freely I pay, 
And when I m dead drunk, then I'll ug ger away. 


Song LV. If Love's a feweet, &c. 


Pox on this fooling and plotting of lite, 
What a Pother and Stir has it kept in the State! 
Let the Rabbk run mad with Suſpicions and Fears, 
Let them ſcuffle and jar, till they go by the Ears; 
Their Grievances never ſhall trouble my Pare, 
So I can enjoy my dear Bottle in State. 


What Coxcomb: w-re thoſe, who would barter th-ir Ezſe, 
And their Necks fir a Toy a thin Wafer and Maſs! 
At old Tyburn they never had necded to ſwing, 
Had they been but true Subjects to Drink and their King; 
A Friend and a Bottle is all my Deſign ; 
He has no Ruom for Treaſon, that's top full of ow 
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I mind not the Members and Makers of Laws; 
Let them fit or prorogue, as his Majefty pleaſe : 
Let them damn us to Woollen, I'll never repine 
At my Lodging when dead, fo alive I have Wine: 
Yet oft in my Drink I can hardly forbear, 
To curſe them for making my Claret ſo dear. 


Sonc LVI. With an honeſt old, &c. 


W Ith an boneft old Friend, and a merry old Seng, 
And a Flash of old Port, let me fit the Night lang, 


And laugh at the Malice of thoſe wwho repine, 

That they muſt feoig Porter, whilſt I can drink Wine, 
I enry no Mortal, tho) ever fo great, 

Ner ſcern I a Wretch fer his lowly Eftate; 

But <vhar I abhor and rſteem as a Curſe, 

I Pcerreſs of Spirit, not Poorneſs in Purſe. 

Then dare to be gen'rous, dauntleſs and gay, 

Let's merrily pals Life's Remainder auvay ; 

Upbe'd by our Friends, ve our Fors may deſp:/c, 

Fer the more wwe are emvy'd, the higher tue riſe, 


SonG LVII. Ye Commons and, &c. 


OME let us prepare, 
We Brzthers that are 
Miet toretber on merry Occaſion 3 
Let us drink, laugh and fing 
Orr Wine has a Spring, 
Here's 2 Health t: an accepted Maſon, 


The W:rld is in Pain, 
Our Secret to pain, 
But ftill lit them: nvonder and gaze on 
Till tbey' re ſhe tun the Light, 
They'l! neber n ⁊ the right 
W:rd, or Sin i accepted M. ſan. 
"Trs this, and ei that, 
They carxy t; 
Why {2 mary great Men in th: Nut. on 
W.% Sho. !! 
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Should Aprons on, 

To make — one 

With a free and accepted Maſon. 

Great Kings, Dukes and Lords, 
Have lard by their Swords, 

Tits our Myſt ry to put of Grace on, + 
Ard ner been aſham 
Te hear tlemſelvem nam d 

With a free and an accepted Min, 
Artiquities Pride 
We bawe en ur Side, 

I: makes each Man juſt in bis Satin; 
Theres mughkt but what's g d, 
To be unde 

Py a free and an accepted Maſ:, 
We're true and fincerc, 
We're juſt to the Fair, 

They tru/l us on ea'ry Occaſin ; 
No Mert. Ii can more 
Tre Ladies ndore 

Than a free ond an accepted Major. 
Then juin Ilind in Hard, 
To each other firm fland, 

. Let's be merry, and put a bright Face on. 
What Merta! can bcaft | 
So mble a Taft, 

{73 a free and an accefted Majon ? 


Song LVIII. Vine, Vine, &e. 


Ine, Wine in a Morning, 
Makes us frolick and gay, 

Thut ike Eagles we ſoar, 

In the Pride of the Dav ; 
Gouty Sots of the Night 

On y find a Decay. 
"Tis the Sun ripes the Grare, 

Ard to Drinking gives Lich: , 
We imitate him, 
When by Neon we're at Height; 
They ftea! Wine, who take it 


When he's out of Sight, | SUNG 


N G 
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Song LIX. Come let's be, &c. 


OME let's be merry, 
While we've gocd Sherry; 
Come let's be airy, 
Sprightly and gay: 
Good Wine's a Pleaſure, 
The only Treaſurer, 
That make us joyful 
By Night or Day. 
Wine makes us jolly, 
Cures Melancholy, 
Drowns all onr Folly, 
Makes our Heart glad; 
While we're pufſeſiing 
That glorious BieMing, 
Good Wine careſſing, 
Let's not be ſad. 


Sox LX. Come, let us drink, 


Ome iet us drink, 
"T;s warn to think, 
Like Fools, on Grief and Sadneſs 3 
Let our Nancy Ay, 
And rur Sorry die, 
A ! worldly Care is Madneſs. 
Bt Wine and good Chear, 
, en Spite of our Fear, 
Ir or Hearts with Mirth, Boys : 
ihe True vue live, 
I Wine { t us give, 
Smce all muſt turn to Earth, Boys. 
Hand about the Bowl, 
Tie Delight of my Soul, 
Ard t» my Hand commend it : 
1 Fig Vr Chink, 
{vas made to by Drink, 
Ard Lure tue ga hence zur ll its 
. Ho? SONG 
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Sox LXI. Prithee, Friend, &c. 


Rithee, my Friend, aue off thy Thinki 
Caſt hs Cr and nach Uh. ; hon 
Troubles flill are drown'd in Drink;ng, 
Do nit, do net then delay: 
Bacchus cares net for thy Will, 
But will bave us drinking fill. 


Do but view this of Claret, 
Heu inviting ly it looks ; 
Drink it quickly, or you'll mar if, 
Pax on ſi g bing or on Books : 
Let us bade good Store of Wine, 
Hang bim then that does repine. 
Call the Drawer, bid bim fill it, 
At full as ever it can bold: 
O take heed you do not ſpill it, 
"Tis mere precicus far than Geld; 
Let us drink, and then oil prove 
Drink is better Sport than Love. 


Song LXII. Hark! away, &c 


HER away ! *tis the merry tun'd Horn, 
| Calls the Hunters all up with the Mon 
To the Hills and the Woodlands they ſteer 

To unharbour the out-lying Deer. 
Chor, AH the Day long, 

Thrs, this is cur Seng; 

Still bell:xwing, 

And fell-wing, 

So frolick and free; 

Our 125 know no Bounds, 
While we're after the Hounds, 


No Mortals on Earth are ſe jolly as et. 


Round the Woods when we beat how we glow | 

While the Hills they all echo hollo ! 

With a Bounce from his Cover when he flies, 

Then our Shouts they reſound to the Skies. 
And all the Day bony, &c, When 
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When we ſweep o'er the Valleys, or climb 

Up the Health-breathing Mountain ſublime, 

What a Joy from our Labours we feel ; 

Which alone they who taſte can reveal. 
And all the Day long, &c, 


Sowo LXIII. A Cuckold it is, &c. 


Cuckold it is thought 
A moſt reprecachiul Name; 
Since Wives commit the Fault, 
Whilſt Husbands bear the Blame. 
"Tis natural for Women, 
Such little Slips to make; 
And if they were not common, 
How many Hcads would ake ? 


Fl! give my Wife her Humour, 
It ſhe'll but give me mine; 
And though I hear bad Rumcur, 

I never will repine. 
If ſhe a Cuckold make me, 
I'll ferve her in her Kind; 
And may the Devil take me, 
It e'er I lag behind, 


SonG LXIV. Should I die, &c. 


% Heuld I die Ly the Force of good Wine, 
xk) 'Tis my Will that a Tan be my Sbrine, 
And for tle Age te come, 
Exgrade this on ny Tomb: 
Here l a Body once ſ brave, 
Wis wvith Drinking made his Grave, 
Since thus to die's te purchaſe Fame, 
Aud raiſe an ever/afting Name; 
Drink, drink away ; drink, drint away; 
And there let's be n:bly interr d: 
Let Mir and Slates pop into their Cravet, 
Ard rat in a dirty Church-Yard. 
SONG 
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Song LXV. Fill all the Glaſſes. 


ILL all the Glaſſes, fill em high, 
Drink, drink, and defy all Power but Love ; 

Wine gives the Slave his Li : 
But Love makes a Slave of thundering Jove. 

Dink, drink, —_ 

Make a Night of the Day, 
*Tis Nectar, tis Liquor divine; 

The Pleaſures of Life, 

Free from Anguiſh and Strife, 
Are owing to Love and good Wine. 


Sox LXVI. Dainty Davy. 
BY Drinking drive dull Care away, 
Be briit and airy, 


Never var 
Is your Tempers, Jar be goy, 
M:rth know no Ceſſation ; 
W: all were born ( Mankind agree) 
From dull Reflection to be free, 
But he that drinks not, cannot be 2 
Then anſwer your Creation. | 
When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen bal, 
Then all our whining, 
Wiſhing, ſtri ving, 
To ack pour ; a LY 
I bf when in Poſſeſſion; © 
But Bacchus ſends ſuch Treaſure forth, 
Poſſeſſion never palls its Wirth, 
We always wiſh'd for't ſrom aur Birth, 
And ſhall for ever wwiſh-on. 
All Malice here is flung afeae, 
. Each takes bis Glaſs, 
No Healths do paſs, 
Nor Party- Feuds bere er abide, 
They nought but Ill occafion ; 
We only me:t to celebrate 
The Day which brought us to this State, 
But not to curſe, nor yet tv bate, 


The Neur of our Creation, SONG 
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Son LXVIL To you fair, &c. 


Tel, kl, deral, c. 
From Mamma s dear beloved home, 
Tol, lel, deral, &c. 
Firſt, we muſt have a Cap and Gown, 
And next the prettieſt Girl in Town, 
Tal, iel, deral, &c. 


Then next a Tutor we muſt have, 
T:l, kl, deral, &c. 

(Tis ten to one he proves a Knave) 
Tal, I, deral, &c. 

Who minds not what we do all Day, 

do we come home at Night and pray. 
Til, kl, deral, &c. 


Then ftraight he buys us Ariſtotie, 
TI, [1 ', deral, Ec. 

Which we pawn often for a Bottle; 
Tal, kl, deral, &c. 

And Euci:d's Elements muſt pack, 

For a better Element, good Sack. 
Tel, Gl, deral, &c. 


Then he writes home unto our Friends, 
Tel, bel, deral, &c. 
For Money to ſerve his own Ends, 
Tel, la, deral, &c. 
Which he keeps "fafe lock'd up in Trunk, 
Whilſt we abroad are getting drunk. 
Tol, lol, deral, &c. 


There's item for Homer, that blind Peet, 
Tel, lol, deral, &c. 

Be ſure your Tutor does not know itz 
Tl, lol, deral, &c. 

We'll ſmoak and drink, and merry be, 

Until we are as blind as he, 
Tl, kl, dsral, &c. 


Hen firſt to Cambridze we do come, 


Then 
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Then hang all ſtudying to no End, 
Tol, lol, deral, Ke. 
Enjoy your Battle and your Friend, 
Tol, bl, deral, &c. 
We'll drink and ſmoak, and take our fill, 
We may be Parſons when we will. 
Tu, lol, deral, &c, 


Song LXVIII. This great World, &c. 


His great World is all Trouble, 
Where all muſt their Fertunes bear 3 
Male the mit of the Bubble, 
Yeu" ll 2 but a Neighbour? s Fare, 
Let not —— teaze ye, 
Think of ncugbe but to pleaſe ye; 
What's paſt, is but in vain 
For Mortali to awijh pony 
When dull Caſes do attack ye, 
Drinking will theſe Cluuds repel ; 
Feur good Bottles auill make you 
Happy, they ſeldom fail. 
If a fifth ſpould be wanted, 
Ae the Gods, *tawill be granted ; 
Thus, with Eaſe you'll obtain 
A Remedy for all Pain. 


Song LXIX. The Sea-Song. 


Low Bcreas bluw ! and let your ſurly Winds, 
Make the Billows foam and roar, 
Thau ne er canſt Terror breed in valiant Minds; 
But in ſpite of thee we'll live, and find the Shore, 
Then cheer up your Hearts, and be not diſmay d, 
Put make your Gun-room c ear 
Tho' Hell's broke looſe, and the Devil roves abroad, 
While we have Sea-room here, 
Boys! let us never frar. 
Ha! fee hw ſhe riſes up afar, 
Her mounting Top- maſt touch'd a Star; 
The Meteor blaz'd as through the Clouds we came 
And, Salamanger-like, we live and die in Flame, 


Ha! 
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Ha! where are we now ? wha can tell, 
Sure tis the loweſt Room in Hell; 
Or where, or where the Sea Gods dwell, 
With them we'll live and reign, 
With them we'll laugh and fing ; 

With them we'll drink amain, 

But ſee how the riſes again. 


Thro* Flaſhes of Light' ning, and Tempeſts of Rain,. 
Thusz we boldly contend, who ſhall conquer the Main? 
The Chaplain does ſweat 
Inſtead of a Prayer, 
And the Seas are all on Fire, 
With the Dzmons of the Air, 
Yet we'll drink and defy, 
The bold Spirits that fly, 
From the to the Sky. 
And carouſe while the Ocean does bellow ; 
For the Fates will ſtill have, 
A kind Chance for the Brave, 
And will ne'er make his Grave, 
In a Salt-water Wave, 
To drown, drown, no never to drown ; 
No never to drown a good Fellow, 


Song LXX. Engliſh Raft Beef, 
Hen mighty Roa Beef was the Engliſhman's Feed; 
W 2 x fon Veins and enriched our Blood, 
Our Soldiers were brave and our Courtiers duere ged. 
Oh the roaſt Beef of 0/4 England! 
And Old Engliſh roaſt Beef. 
But fince we bave learn'd from all-conguering France, 
ou _— Ragouts as well as to al. | 
r are fed up with nahing bat vain Complaiſance, 
Oh the roaſt Beef, Ee. 585 
Our Fathers of old were robuſt, flout, and 
And kept open Houſe with Cod all Day 
Which made their 2 | 
Qh the roaſt Beef, 


Sammie rejaie is able Jeng 
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Fut now wwe are davindled, to what ſhall I name? 

A ſneaking poor Race, Half begotten— and tame, 

be juily thoſe Honours that once ſhome in Fame, 
Oh the roatt Beef, Sc. 


When good Queen Elizabeth fat on the Throne, 
E'er Coffee, or Tea, ard ſuch Slip Slips were inn, 
The World was in Terror, if Cer jhe did frown, 
Oh the roaſt Beef, Ec. 
In tbꝰſ Days, if Fleets did preſume en the Main, 
They ſerdom or never vreturn'd back again, 
At VWitneſs the waunting Armada of Spain, 
Oh the roaſt Beet, &c, 
Ob then the; had Stomachs to cat and to firkt, _ 
And when N g. were a rocking to do themſclues right ! 
But nete we're a - IA — but good Niget, 
Oh the roaſt Beef, Lc, 


SonG LXXI. To the Tune of, 
Engliſh Roaſt Beef. 


W“ bumming brown Beer was the Engliſhman': 
Taſte, 
Our Mies they were merry, our Daughters were chaſ:: ; 
Their Breath ſmelt like Roſes whenever embrac d. 
Oh the brown Beer of 0/4 England! 
And O Engliſþ brown Beer. 
E'er Cite and Ta found its Way to the Town, 
Our Anceſtors they by their Fires 2 daun, 
Weir Breal it was white, and their Beer it wat brown, 
Oh the brown Becr, Ec. 
Dur Heros of old, of <uhoe Cengusſt: wwe boaſt, 
Could make a gord Mea! of a Pot and a Teaſt; 
Oh did ww? fo co, wwe fpould ſo.1: rule the Na 
Oh the brown Beer, &c. 
ben the great Spaniſh Flect on wy Coaſt did appear, 
Or Saikers each ong, drank a Forum of Beer, 
Ad ient them anoiy with a Flea i: their Ear, 
Oh the brown Beer, S.. 
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Our Clergymen then tack a Cp of good Beer, 
Ee they mounted the Reftrum, their Spirits to cheary 


Then freach'd againſt Vices, thy" Courtiers were near. 


Oh the br. wn Beer, Cc. 


Their DoArines then awere authentick and bold, 

Well grounded on Scripture and Fathers of old, 

Bt neu they preach netbing but awhar they are to'd, 
Oh the brown Ber, Oe. 

But fince the Geneva aul ſirærg Rattaſca, 

Trey are dromdicd te wthing, but flag — let me foe 

Faith, nothing at ail, bit neer fiddle dee dee. 
Ol the brown Becr, Ec. 


Sox LXXII. Come let us, &c. 


ET Matters of State, 
Diſquiet the Great, 
The Cobler hes nought to perplex him; 
Has nought but his Wife, 
To ruffle his Life, 
And her he can ſtrap if the vex him. 
He's out of the Power 
Of Fortune, that Whore, 
Since, lo as he can be, the's thruſt him: 
From Duns he's ſecute, 
For being ſo poor, 
There's none to be found that will truſt him, 


Song LXXIII. London Ladies. 


OR Cd and not Freedom thoſe Generals fight, 
Who clip from their Veterans Pay, Sir, 
* 


r Guld and not Freedom theſe Fournaliſts write, 
Who rave ab:ut acſpotick Sway, Sir; 

Weld Fate er their Wiſhes prepitiouſly deig u 
And fill zur their Ceffers wwith Cd, Sir, 

The Pope then might fight and the Devil might reign, 
Fer Fighter and Writer are ſeld, Sir. 


Z 2 SONG 


Sox LXXIV. Of all States, &c. 


F all States in Life fo various, 
Marriage fure is moſt precarious ! 

»Tis a Maze fo ſtrangely winding, 
Still we are new Mazes finding, 
*Tis an Action fo ſevere, 
That nought but Death can ſet us clear. 
Happy's the Man from Wedlock free, 
Who knows how to prize his Liberty ; 

Were Men wary, 

How they marry 


We ſhould not be by half ſo full of Mitery. 


Sons LXXV. With early Horn. 


Ith early Horn, 
The * —_ the Morn 
t gilds this charming Place; 
Wich chearful Cries, * 
Bid Eccho riſe, 
And join the jovial Chace, 
And join, &c, 
The vocal Hills around, 
The waving Woods, 
The Cryflal Floods, 
All return their *livening Sounds. 
The vocal, &c, 


Song LXXVI. The Hounds, &c. 


HE Hounds are all out, 
And the Morning does peep, 
Why how now, you fluggerly Sot, 
How can you, how can you 
Lie ſn uring afleep, 
Whilſt we all on Horſeback are got, 
Brace Boys, wwhilft, &c. 
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I cannot get up, 


C. For my over Nigbt's Cup 
So terribly lics n my Head, 
Beſides my White cries, 
My Dear do not riſe, 
| But cuddle me longer in Bed, 
| My dear Boy, but cuddle, &æc. 


Come, on with your Boots, 
And faddle your Mare, 
Nor tire us with longer Delay ; 
The Cry of the Hounds, 
And the Sight of the Hare, 
Will chaſe all y ur Vapours away, 
Brave Boys, And chaſe, &c. 
Hark ! hark! now the Huntſman 
. Has ſtarted p or Puſs, 
He has her now full in his View; 
We'll never forſake her, 
Till we overtake her, 
So eagerly let us purſue, 
Brave Boys, &c. 
No Pleaſure like Hunting 
To paſs the long Day, 
We ſcour the Hills and the Dales; 
At Night for Supper 
We feaſt on cur Pr y, 
When o'er a Pot of good Ale, 
Brave Boys, when, &c. 


C. SoNw LXXVII. Hart, bark, &c. 


ARK, hart, the Huntſman ſrunds his Horn, 
H Let's tigple away the roſy Morn, Ton, ton, Sc. 
ell bunt the Bottle from Sun ta Sun, 
And bollow the G ſes the Courſe to ran, 
Ton, don, Se. 
Each merry y2::ng Toper a Huntſman ſhall be, 


1 | Ang inflead of a green, 1 red Livery, ton, . 
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We'll ſtern their Bows, their Arrows, and Guns, 

We'll bunt with long Pipes, and ride upen Tuns, 
Ton, ton, Cc. 

charge with Tobacco, and follow the Cry, 

"Till failing of Speed, the Bottle ſhall die, ton, &c. 

And then for a Horn make Uſe of the Bell, 


N boſe Clangeur ſhall rovje bim, and make bim run vell, 
Ton, ton, &c. 


When thus reviu'd, we'll merrily fing, 
And joining in Chorus make the 2 ring, ton, Ec. 
Our Game we'll eagerly purſue, | 
Our Glaſſes filling, our Cauſe renew, 
Ton, ton, Cc. 
Our Song ſhall reach the diflant Plain, 
Ard Eccho ſhall ſummen the weary Swain, ton, Tr, 
The welcome Sperts be gladly hears, 
His Teil and Labcurs ng mere fears, 
Ton, ton, Sc. 
A Pipe be taker, and charges high, 
And after the Battle does mmbly fly, ton, c. 
A length wwith equal Force and Speed, 
He ma les the generous Victim bleed, 
Ton, ton, Sc. 
A's through the Wound the Blaod does pals, 
le boldly wentares to fill bis Glaſs, ton, &c, 
Her fears to taſte the flowing Gore, 
Put bunting and drinking, ſull bunts fer more. 
Ton, ton, Tc. | 
Then fill your Glaſſes merrily round, | 
Since thus ſupply" d with Hare and Hound, ton, Se. 
While chearful Bacchus ads us on, 
Nell follow in Chorus with ſprightly ton, ton, 
Ton, ton, ton, Cc. 


Song L.XX VIII. Old Sir Simon, &c, 


Ome, come, my Hearts of Gold, 
ec us be merry and wile, 
It is a Proverb of old, | 


. $plpicion has double Eye: ; vu 


bY 


( 259 ) 
What ever we ſay or do, 

Let's not drink to diſturb the Brain, 
Let's laugh for an Hour or two, 

And ne er be drunk again. 
A Cup of old Sack is good, 

To drive the cold Winter away ; 
"Twill cheriſh, and comfort the Blood 

Moſt when a Man's Spirits decay : 
But he that drinks too much, 

Of his Head he will complain, 
Then let's have a gentle Touch, 

And ne er be drunk again. 
Good Claret was made for Man, 

But Man was not made for it ; 
Let's be merry as we can, 

So we drink not away our Wit : 
Good Fellowſhip is abus'd, 

And Wine will infe& the Brain; 
But we'll have it better us'd, 

And ne er be drunk again. 
When with good Fellows we meet, 

A Quart among three or four, 
"Twill make us ſtand on our Feet; 

While others lie drunk on the Floor. 
Then Drawer go fill us a Quart, 

And let it be Claret in Grain ; 
"Twill cherith and comfort the Heart, 

Bat we'll ne er be drunk again. 
Here's a Health to our noble King, 

And to the Queen of his Heart ; 
Let's laugh and merrily ſing, 

And he's a Coward that will Rart : 
Here's a Health to our General, 

And to thoſe that were in Spain, 
And to our Colonel, 

And we'll er be drunk again. 
Enough's as good as a Feaſt, 

If a Man did but Meafure know; 
A Drunkard's worſe than a Beaft, 
For he'll drink till he cannot go, 


1 
If a Man could Time recal, 
In a Tavern that's ſpent in vain, 
We'd learn to be ſober all, 
And we'll ne'er be drunk again, 


SonG LXXIX. From good, &c. 


F ROM gead Ligur ne er ſbr int, 
In Friendſhip we'll drink, 
Ard dr: wm all grim Care and pale Sorrnw ; 
Let us husband to-day, 
Tims flies feorft away, 
Ard no one's off.r'd, m, 
No ene 2 d of ta-nerre tv. 
Of ail the grave Sapes 
That grac'd the paſt Apes, 
Dad Noah the we did excel, 
Ee fit plantcd the ne, 
F. i taſted the Wine, 
And get nobly drunk, - 
And git nebiy drunk as they teil. 


Sy ruby ſhould nt wwe 
Get as buily as be, 
Since here's Liquor as well will inſpire ? 
Thus I fill up my Glaſs, 
P!1 fee that it pajs 
To the Manes, to the Manes, 
Ty the Mancs of that goed od Sire. 


Soxo LXXX. In Spite of Love, &c. 


IN dite of Love, at length I find 
A NMiſtreſs that can pleaſe me; 
Fer Humour tree and uncontin'd ; 

Both Night and Day ſhe'II eaſe me: 
No j:a!ous Thoughts diſturb d ry Mind, 
Tho' fhe's enjoy'd by all Mankind; 
Then drink, and never ſpare it, 

*Tis 2 Buttie of good Claret, 

Chor. Een dun, &. 
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If you through all her naked Charms, 
Her little Mouth diſcover, 

Then take her bluſhing to your Arms, 
And uſe her like a Lover ; 

Such Liquor ſhe'll diſtil from thence, 

As will tranſport your raviſh'd Senſe ; 

Then kiſs and never ſpare it. 


»Tis a Bottle of good Chret, 
Then kiſs, &c. 


But beſt of all ſhe has no Tongue, 
Submiſſive the obeys me; 

She's fully better Old than Young, 
And ſtill to ſmiling ſways me, 

Her Skin is ſmooth, Complexion black, 

And has a moſt delicious Smack ; 

Then kiſs and never ſpare it, 

"Tis a Bottle of good Claret, 
Then kiſs, &c, 


If you her Excellence would ta ſte, 
Be ſure you uſe her kind, Sir, 
Claſp your Hand about her Waiſt, 
And raiſe her up behind, Sir, 
As for her Bottom, never doubt, 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out; 
Then drink, and never ſpare it, 
Tis a Bottle of good Claret, 
Then drink, &c, 


Sox LXXVXI. Bacchus one Day, &c. 


Bay one Day gayly ſtriding 

On his never-failing Tun, 

Sneaking empty Flasks deriding, 
Thus addreſs'd each toping Son: 

Praiſe the Joys that never vary, 
And adore the liquid Shrine; 

All Things noble, gay, and airy, 
Are pertorm'd by generous Wine. 
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Priſtine Heroes, crown'd with Glory, 

Owe their noble Riſ- to me; 
Hemer wrote the flaming Story, 

Fir'd with my Divinity : 
If my Influexce be wanting, 

Muſick's Charms but ſlowly move; 
Beauty too in vain lies panting, 

Till I $1] the Swains with Love. 


If you crave a laſting Pleaſure, 
Mortals this way bend your Eyes; 
From my ever flowing Treaſure 
Charming Scenes of Bliſs ariſe : 
Here's the ſoothirg balmy Bleſſing, 
Sole Diſpeller of your Pain; 
Gloomy Souls from Care releaſing; 
He who drinks not lives in vain. 


Soxs LXXXII. If Love's a, &c. 


AY, god Maſter Bacchus aftr: de en your Burt, 
Sg Since cur Champaigne's all gene, and cur Claret's 
run cut ; 
Mich of all the brick Wines in your Empire that prox, 
Will ſerve to delight your poor Drunkards be.ow ? 
Reſokve us, great Sir, and ſoon ſend it over, 
Left Tve die, left we die of the Sin of being ſober. 


Song LXXXIII. Ven, &c. 


Wer Orphens went down to the Regions below, 
Which Men are forbidden to ſee, 
He tun'd up his Lyre as Hiſtories ſhow, 
To ſet his Euridice free, 
To ſet, &c. 


All Hell was aftoniſh'd a Perſon ſo wiſe 
Should raſhly endanger his Life, 


And venture fo far, but how vaſt their Surprize, 
When they found that he came for his Wite, 
How waſt, &c. 
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To find out a Puniſhment due to the Fault, 
Ola Plate long puzzled his Briin, 
But Hell had no Torment ſufficient he thoutlit, 
So he gave him his Wite back again, 
Ho be, &c, 


But Pity ſucceeding ſoon  vanquiſh'd his Heart, 
And pleas'd with his playing ſo well, 
He took her again in Reward of his Art, 
Such Pow'r had Malick in Hell, 
Such P av'r, &c, 


Song LXXXIV. Save Women, &c. 


AVE Women and Wine, there is wthing in Life 
That can bribe henqſt Souls to endure it: 
When the Heart is perplex d, and ſurrcunded with Care, 
Dear Women and Wine only cure it. 
D:ar Women, Ec. 


Come en, then, my Boys, we'll bave Women and Wine 
And wiſely to Purpoſe employ them : 

He's a Feel that refuſes ſuch Bliſngs divine, 
Whilſt Vi geur and Health can enjoy them, 


As Women and Wine, dear Women and Wine, 
Whilit Vigour, Se. 


ou Wine ſhall be old, bright and ſcund, my dear Jack, 


To Heighten our amorrus Fires; 
0 Hir young and ſcund, and "ball kjs 29:th a Smack, 
And ſhall pratif all our Deſires; 
Toe Boriles 4061! enact, and the Girls awe will ſmack, 
And gratify, Sc. 


Sox LXXXV. bat care I, &c. 


HAT care I for Affairs of State? 
Or who is rich, or who is great, 
How far abroad the ambitious roam, 
To bring our Gold or Silver home ? 
7 What 
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What is't to me, if France or Spain 
Conſent to Peace, or Wart maintain. 

I pay my Taxes, Peace or War, 

And with all well at Grbraltar : 

But mind the Cardinal no more, 

Than any other ſcarlet Whore : 

Grant me, ye Powers, but Health and Reſt, 
And let who will the World conteſt. 


Near ſome ſmooth Stream, oh! let me keer 
My Liberty, and feed my Sheep; 

A ſhady Walk well lin'd with Trees, 

A Garden with a Range of Bees; 

An Orchard which good Apples bears, 
Where Spring a long green Mantle wears, 
Where Winters never are ſevere, 

Good Barley-lands to make good Beer; 
With Entertainment for a Friend, 

To ſpend in Peace my latter End; 

In Honeſty and home- ſpun grey, 

And let the Evening crown the Day. 


Song LXXXVI. Tune of Black Joke. 


0 ſconer comes up a Country Clown, 
With bis Leather Breeches to London Town, 
But be cocks bis Hat, and flrives to look big; 
He ſwaps bis Acres for gaudy fine Cloatbs, 
And flaunts it about, meng Belles and Beanx, 
In a lac'd Coat and a ÞPig-Tail Wig. 
He makes his Country Relations his Sport, 
He rattles and tattles of Places at Court; 
He battles with Bail. hi, Watchmen and Where:, 


Ile runs in the Surgeon and Tallyman's Scores, 


And proves a downright madiſb Prig. 
At length his Purſe and Poctets grew 20, 
His Hab:t all ſpabby.— Good-Bye to the Beau; 
Fate frowns, and Friends forſake : 
He bids bis Honour and Conſcience Good-ni ght, 
And the Country- Bubble becomes a Town-Bue, 
Jeme other Courſe dees take, 
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V ſcarri the Reads, and borrows a Purſe, 
Or cheats at my Lords, which is twenty times xe 
He rogres it fo fi, that thy flep lim ot la,, 
Fr bis Tricks in a *trins be's deftin'd to ſwing ;; 

Ard there's an End of a Country Rake, 


Sox LXXXVII. Vbile Phillis, &c. 


HILE P&:/';s is drinking, Love and Wine in 
Alliance, 
With Forces united, did refiſtleſs Defiance ; 
By the Touch of her Lips the Wine ſparkles higher, 
Aud her Eyes from her drinking redcuble, redouble 
their Fire. 
Her Cheeks low the brighter, recruiting their Colour, 
As Flowers by ſprinkling, revive with freſh Od ur; 
His dart dipt in Wine, Love wounds beyond curing, 
And the Liquor, like Oil, makes the Flame, makes 
the Flame more enduring. 
By Cordia!ls of Wine, Love is kept from expiring, 
And our Mirth is enliven'd by Love and Deſiring; 
Releving each other, the Pleaſure is laſting, 
Ard we never are cloy'd, yet ever, are ever a tafling, 
Then Pþ:{/:: begin, let our Raptures abound, 
And a Kiis and a Glaſs, be ſtill going round ; 
Our Juys ate immortal, while thus we remove, 
From Love to the Bottle, from the Bottle, the Bottle 
to Love. 


Sons LXXXVIII. The Gods and 
the Goddeſſes, &c. 


H Cad and the Goddeſſes lately did ferſs, 

Niere Ambroſia coith exquifite Sue wore dre, 
Tui Fatables did 2vith their Deities frat, 
Bar what they ſhould drink did occaſten diſpute. 
Tus: Time that a Nectar was grown out cf Faſpicon, 
Being wob at they did drink ling before the Creation : | 
Ween the Sty-coloured Cu wwas nod d from the Board, 
Fa makirg the Bowl, great Jove gave the Word. 
4 A 2 
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The Berul it wat large, of a Heavenly Size 
Wherein they did uſe infant Cad to baptiæe. i 


wth Jove, I'm inform'd they drink Punch ab Barth, | 


the mortal Wits far exceed us in Mirth ; 
Therefore cur wiſe Godbeads tegetber let's lay, 
And cndeavcur to make it much ſtronger than they, 
Trat ſpcke like a Ged, fill the Bowl up to the Tip, 
He is caſbier d from the Heawens that l:awes the laft Dro 
Then Apollo ſent awvay two of his Laſſes, 
With Pitchers do fill at the Well of Parmiſus ; 
To Poets new burn this Liquor it dat brought, 
And they ſuci d it in for their Morning's firſt Dra:yg\t, 
Juno for Lemons ſtep d into ber Cloſet, 
Which Toben ſhe wwas ſick inſus d into Paſet; 
For Godd:ſfſes may be as ſquermſh as Gypſſes. 
The Sun and the Moon you knew hawe their Eclipler : 
Theſe Lemons vere call d the Heſperian Fruit, 
Where a wigilant Dragon was ſaid to [ak to it. 
Twelve Dozen of theſe were tuell ſqueez'd in Water, 
The reſt of Ingredients in Order came after ; 
Venus, Admirer of all Things that were fevect, 
(Without ber Infuſion there bad been no Treat) 


Commanded ber Sugar Loawes white as her Dower, 

To be brought to the Table by a Pair o Lowes, 
So I curious theſe 2 's > {es 

The Sugar it was ftrain'd thro" a Piece of fine Air. 
Folly Bacchus gave Netice by dangling his Burch, 
That witho't bis Aſfiflance there cou d be no good Purch, 
F hat he meant by the Sequel is very well knoxon, 

They threwy in ten Gallons of truſty Langoon ; 

Mars, the" a blunt Cad, and Chief of the Bikers, 
Was jet at a Table a curling bis Wh: hers, 


Qusctb he, fellow Gods, and celeflial Gallants, | 
Jon d net give a Fig fer the Punch without Nantz. 
Therefore, my Ganemede, I do command ye 

To throw in ten Gallons of the beſt Nantz Brandy. 
Saturn, of all the Gedi there be wvas the oldeſt, 
And tue may imagine bis Stomach was the coldeſt ; A 
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N. rut of bis Pouch did ſ-me Nutmegi produce, 
Which berg well grated were put in the Juice; 
Neptune this Ocean of g::d Liquor did crotun, 
th, | Wh a Sea Bitket bak'd bard in the Sun. 


The Bowl being finiſh'd a Health then b:oan, 
2th Jove, let it be to that Creature call d Man; 
"Tis te him alone our great Pleaſure tue conver, 
Fr Heaven it vas never true Heaven till nw, 
2 | The Ords being pleas'd the Health it went about, 
"Till Garrel-belly'd Bacchus's great Guts nigh burſt cat, 
The ot ber brawe Gods did Oceans of Punch ſtuallyto, 
Actœon with Hounds and with Hurtſman did bella 
Ye, The Punch was delightful, they Plenty did bring, 

Ard all the W:rld over their Fame it did ring, 


Sons LXXXIX. Some ſay, &c. 


Ome fay Women are like the Seas, 
Some the Waves and ſome the Rocks : 
Some the Roſe that ſoon decays ; 
Some the Weather, and ſome the Cocks : 
| But if you'll give me leave to tell, 
There's nothing can be compar'd fo well, 
As Wine, Wine, Women and Wine ; | 
They run in a Paralbl, they run in a Parallel. 


a Women are Witches, when they will, 
. So is Wine, ſo is Wine; 
y They make the Stateſman loſe his Skill, 


arch The Soldier, Lawyer and Divine ; 
, They put, à Jig in the graveſt Skull, 
And ſend their Wits to gather Wool: 
'Tis Wine, &c. 
What is't that makes your Viſage fo pale? 
What is't that makes your Looks divine? 
| What is't that makes your Courage fail? 
itz. Is it not Women ? Is it not Wine? 
'Tis Wine will make you fick when you're well; 
"Tis Women that males your Forehead to ſwell : 
, Wine, &c. 
| | a2 2 SONG 
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Song XC. If Loves a, &c. 


F Wine bs a Cordial, wh dots it tirment ® 
If Peujen, oh tell ne, whence comes my Content? 

Since Þ drink it zur Plea ure, culy ſbeul I camp] 
Or repent ev Morn, woncn I kniwy n van? 
Tet fo charming the Glaſs it, jo deep it tie Quart, 
That at once it both drowns, and cutter my Heart, 
T take it off lily. and whb-n it i daun, 
By my j«/ly Conmple&ron I make my Toy neun: 
But ab! I'm bieſt ruhen ſo firing it does prove, 
By its ſovereign Heat to cxpe! that of Lowe! 

ben in quenching the id I create a now Flame, 
And am wwrapt in ſuch Fleaſure: that lil want a Nan, 


Soxo XCI. A I ent over. 


OU have heard, no d ubt, how all the Globe, 
Was ſ.ak'd of old with Neab's Flood. 
See ! here's a Globe that ho'ds a Sea! 
A Sea of Liquors twice as good ! 
Tri, dal, de rd. 
Had Noah's been a Flood like this, 
And Arak's Sons ſuch Sculsas I; 
They'd drank the Deluge as it roſe, 
And left the Ark, like Neab, dry. 
Tol, dl, de rol. 


Sox XCII. Bacchus aſſiſt, &c. 


ACCHUS aſſiſt us to ſing thy great Glory, 
Chief of the Gods, we cxult in thy Story: 
Wine's firſt Projector, 

M.nkind's Protector, 

Patron to T. pers, 2 

How we do adore thee, 

Wines firſt Projector, Ec. 


Friend to the Muſes, and Whetſtone to Nun, 
Herald to Plcalure, when Wine wou'd conveen us: 


Sorrows Phyſician, 
When our Condition 
In worldly Cares wants a Cordial to skreen us, 


Nature the ſmil'd, when thy Birth it was blazed, 
Mankind rejoic'd when thy Altars were raiſed : 
Mirth will be Rowing, 
Whilit the Vme's growing, 
And ſober Souls at our Joys be amazed. 
4 


Soxc XCIII. Ze Commons, &c. 


F al! Things ſuccee d, 
As already dec reed 
Ey immutable Pervers that rule us; 
To repine, and to pray, 
Þ but Time thrown away, 
Ard aur Teachers, in ſhort, do but fool us, 


Then let's prove our Free- Will, 
By our drinking about, 
Ard by quitting the Glaſs, when its Time to grve out 2 
But if Man bas no Puw'r 
To chuſe, or to ſhun, 
"Tis no Sin to drink boldly, or Virtue to run, 
If woere driven by Fate 
Fieber this May or that, 
As @ Carrier tohips en bis Horſes, 
Na Mortal _ ray, * 
But muſt go the right Way, 
Like the Stars thas are bound tu their Ce mu (et, 


But if wwe'we Free-Will 
Te ga en, er fland ſtill, 
A ma; beſt ſerve each preſent Occaſion : 
Then pray fill the Glaſs, 
And confirm hun an As, 
Tat d-perds upon Predeſtinati on. 


aa 3 SONG 
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Sox XCIV. And as they raiſe, &c. 


IFE is chequer'd Toil and Pleaſure 
Fill uo all the various Me:ſurc. 
See the Crew in Flanne! Jerkins ; 
Drinking, toping Flip by Firkins ; 
And as they raiſe the Tip 
To their happy Lip, 

On the Deck is h:ard no other Sound, 
But prithee Fact, prithee Dick, 
Prithze Sam, prithee T:m, 

Let the Can go round. 


CHORUS, 


Then hark to the Boatſwain's Whiſtle, Whiſtle, 
Then bark to the Boatſwain's I biſtie, Whittle, 
Buſtle, bufile : 
My Bey, let us flir, let us toil, 
But let us drink all the wehile, 
For Labour's the Price of aur Jeys, 
For Labour, &c. 


Life is checquer d Toil and Pleaſure 

Fill up all the various Meaſure : 

Hark the Crew with Sun- byrnt Faces, 

Chanting B ack-ey'd Suſan's Graces ; 
And as they raiſe their Notes, 
Thro' their ruſty Throats, 


On the Deck, Sc. With the Chorus as before, 


Life is chequer'd— Toil and Pleaſure 
Fill up all the various Meaſure : 
Hark the Crew their Cares diſcarding, 
With Husſle-cap, or with Chuck-farthing : 
Still in merry-Pin, 
Let em loſe or win. 


On the Deck, Sc. with the Chorus 41 befere. 


ENGLISH 


0 


.ISH 
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ENGLISH 


Miſcellaneous SONGS. 


SONG I. To make the Wife, &c. 


O make the Wife kind, and to keep the Houſe 
fill, 
[ You muſt be of her Mind, let her ſay what 
ſhe will : 
In all that ſhe does, you mutt give her her Way, 
For teil her ſhe's wrong, and you'll lead her aſtray. 
Then Husbanes take care, 
Of Suſpicions beware, 
Your Wives my be true, 
It you Fancy they are : 
With Confidence truſt them, and be nat ſuch Flves, 
As to make by your Jealvuſy Horns for yourſelves. 
With Confidence, &c. 


Abrcad all the Day if ſhe chances to roam, 
Seem p'ezs'd with her Abſence, ſh-'ll tigh to come 
Home : 
The Man ſhe likes beſt, and longs moſt to be at, 
Be ſure to commend, and ſhe'Il hate him for that. 
Den Husbundt take Care, &c. 


What V'rtue ſhe has, vou may ſafely oppoſe ; 
Whutever her Follies are, praiſe her for thoſe : 
Approve all her Schemes that ſhe lays for a Man, 
For name but a Vice, and ſhe'll fin if ſhe can. 

Then Husbands take care, | 

Ot Suſpicions beware, 

Your Wives may be true, 

If you fancy they are : 
With Confidence truſt them, and be not ſuch Elves, 
As to make by your Jealouſy Horns for yourſelves. 

Wit Confidence, &c. SUNG 


Sons II. From ſcourging, &c. | 
Rom ſcourging Rebellion, and prond France, 
. Sh Laurels, he Sk William 
advance: | 


His Triumph to grace, and diſtinguiſh the Day, 


The Sun brighter ſhines, and all Nature books gay, 

Your Glaſſes charge high ; 

"Tis in brave Wi 's Praiſe, 
To bis Glory your Voices and Inflruments raiſc. 
While hft in ſoft Pleaſure wwe courted Nepoſe, | 
Our Her: flew forth, tho the Streams rourd him froxa : 
To guard us from Tyrants, each Danger defy"d, 
And would conquer or die by fair Liberty's Side, 

Your Glaſſes, &c, 


Peace comes in his Train, faireſt Offspring of Sky, 

Ev" ry Bliſs in ber Smile, ev'ry Charm in ber Eye : 

While that Foe to Man, that worſt Fiend Civil 3 War, 

I gnaſhing her Teeth, and faſt bound to bis Car. 
Your Glaſſes, &c, 


Hexw hateful the Monarch, bo Iur'd by falſe Fame, 

To ſatiate bis Pride, ſets the World in a Flame! 

How plorious the King, whoſe intelligent Mind 

Makes Grandeur confift in protecting Mankind ! 
Your Glaſſes, Sc. 


Ye Warrior: on wohom ve juſt Honeurs beſt:ww, 

O think on the Source whence our Ewvils do flow 2: 

* Commanded by William, attack next the Gaul, 

And bind thoſe in Chains, who wou'd Briton's enthrafl, 
Your Glaſſes, Sc. 


Sownc III. Ak me not, &c. 


SK me not how calmly I 

All the Cares of Lite defy, 
How I baffle human Wocs ? 
Woman, Woman, Woman knows, 


You 


— 
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You may live, and laugh as I, 
You like me may Cares defy ; 

All the Pangs the Heart endures, 
Woman, W man, Woman cures, 
Ask me not of empty Toys, 

Feats of Arms and drunken Joys ; 
I have Plerſure more divine, 
Woman, Woman, Woman's mine. 
Raptures more than Folly knows, 
More than Fortune can beſtow 3 
Flowing Bowls, and conquer'd Fielde, 
Woman, Woman, Woman yields, 


Ask me not of Women's Arts, 

Broken Vows, and faithleſs Hearts; 
Teil the Wretch who pines and grieves, 
Woman, Woman, Woman lives. 


All Delights the Heart can know, 

More than Folly can beſtow, 

Wealth of Worlds, and Crowns of Kings, 
Woman, Woman, Woman brings. 


SoxncG IV. By Jove FIl be free. 


Ome al! you young Lovers who wan with Deſpair, 
Compole idle Sormets, and figh for the Fair; 
Who puff up their Pride by inhancing their Charms, 
And teil them tis Heaven to lie in their Arms. 
Be wiſe by Example, take Pattern by me, 
For let what will happen, by Jove I'll be free, 
By Jove Til be free; 
Fer let what will happen, by Tove TII be free. 


Young Daphne I ſaw, in the Net I was cauglit, 
1 ly'd and I flatter'd as Cuſtom had taught, 

I preſs'd her to Bliſs, which the granted full ſoon, 
But the Date of my Paſſion expit'd with the Moon. 
| She vow'd ſhe was ruin'd, I ſaid it might be, 
I'm forry, my Dear, but by Jeve Ill be free. 

By Jove TA be free, &c. T! 
* 


274 
The next was young Phillis as bright as the Morn, 
The Love that I proſer d ſhe treated with Scorn ; 
I laugh'd at her Folly, and told her my Mind, 
That none could be handſome, but ſuch as were kind; 
Her Pride and Ill- nature was loft upon me, 
For in Spite of fair Faces, by Fove ll be free, 
By Jove I'll be free, 


Let others call Marriage the Harbour of Joys, 

Calm Peace I delight in, and fly from all Noiſe ; 

Some chuſe to be hamper'd, tis ſure a ſtrange Rage, 
And like Birds they fing beſt, when they're put in a 


Cage ; 
Confinement's the Devil, "twas ne er made for me, 
Let who will be bond Slaves, by Jove 1'll be free, 
By Jove I'll be free, &c. 


Then let the brisk Bumper run over the Glaſs, 
In a Toaſt to the young and the beautiful Laſs; 
Who yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull Rule, 
Nor thinks it a Wonder a Lover ſhou d cool; 
Let us bill like the Sparrow and rove like the Bee, 
For in Spite of grave Leſſons, by Fore I' be free, 
B Jove P11 be free, 
For is Spe of grave Leſſins, by Joye I'll be free. 


Sonc V. From ſweet, &c. 


"Rom feveet bewitching Tricks of Love, 
Young Men your Hearts ſe:ure ; 
Toft from the Paths of Senſe you rove, 
In Dotage premature, 
In Dotage premature. 
Look at each 75 thro* Wiſdom's Glaſs, 
Don't truft the naked Eye; 
Gallants beware, took ſharp, take Care, 
The Blind eats many a Fly, 
The blind eats many a Fly. 
Not only on their Hands and Necks, 
The borrow'd white you'll n,) 


| 


( 275 ) 
Fame Belles, when Intereft diref?s, 
Can even paint the Mind. 
1 Can even, Oe. 
in Diſtreſi can expre 
A very — lie. ” 
1 Gallants beware, &c, 
There's not a Spinſter in the Realm, 
But all Mankind can cheat, 
Down to the Cottage from the Helm, 
12 The Learn'd, the Brave and Great, 
The Learn'd, Ee. 
5 With Lwely Looks, and golden Hooks, 
Tentangle us they try. 
Gallants beware, Sc. 
C:u/d we with Ink the Ocean fill, 
Was Earth of Parchment made; 
Was every fingle Stick a Quill, 
Each Man a Scribe by Trade, 
Each Man, Cc. 


„ | To write the Tricks of balf the Sex, 
Weald ſuck that Ocean dry. 
Gallants beware, look ſharp, take care, 
Tie Blind cats many 4 Fly, 
The Blind eats many a Fly. 


SonG VI. Wherever Im going, &c. 


Herever I'm going, and all the Day long, 
Abroad or at Home, or alone in a Throng, 
I find that my Paſſion's fo lively and ftrong, 
That your Name, when Im ſilent, runs till in my Song. 
Sing Balinamane Ora, Balinamone Ora, 
Balinamone Ora, a Kiſs of your ſtvect Lips for me. 
| Since the firſt Time I ſaw you, I take no Repoſe, 
I ſleep all the Day to forget half my Woes; 
So hot is the Flame in my Boſom which glows, 
By St. Patrick I fear it will burn thro' my Cloaths. 
. ' Sing Balinamore, &c. | 
| Tour pretty black Hair for me. In 
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In my Cenſcience I fear I ſhall die in my G 

Unleſs you cemply, and poor Phelim will ſhave ; 

And grant the Petition your Lover does crave, 

Who never was free till you made him your Slave. 
Sing Balinamene, &c. 


Tour pretty black Eyes for me. 


On that happy Day, when I make you my Bride, 
With a ſwinging long Sword, how I'll firut and TI 
ride 
In a Crach and fix Horſes with Honey I'll ride, 
As before you I waik to the Church by yaur Side. 
Sing Balinamene, &c. | 
Your little white Fift for me. 


Song VII. Admiral Hoſier's Ghoſt, 


S, near Porto-B:llo lying, 
On the gently ſwelling Flood, 

At Midnight with Streamers flying, 
Dur triumphant Navy rode: 
There, while Vernen ſat all glorious 

From the Spi late Defeat, 
And his Crews with Shouts victorious, 
Drank Succefs to England's Fleet: 


On a ſudden, fhrilly ſounding, 
Hideous Yells and Shrieks were heard; 
Then each Heart with Fear confuunding, 
A ſad Troop of Ghoſts appear d; 
All in dreary Hammocks ſhrouded, 
Which for Winding-Sheets they wore ; 
And with Looks by Sorrow clouded, 
Frowning on that hoſtile Shore, 


On them gleam'd the Moon's wan Luſtre, 
When the Shade of Hofer brave, 
His pale Bands was ſeen to muſter, 
Riſing from their wat“ y Grave : 
Oer the giimm'ring Waves he hy'd him, 
Where the Furford roor'd her Sail, 
With Three Thouſand Ghoſts befide him, 
And in Groans did Fernen hail, © Herd 
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© Heed, oh heed! our fatal Story, 
« | am Haſier's injur'd Ghoſt ; 
© You who now have purchas'd Glory 
At this Place wh re I was Joſt; 
« Tho' in Porto Bella's Ruin 
* You now triumph free from Fears; 
© Wh-n you think of our Undoing, 
© Ycu will mix your Joys with Teart. 


© See theſe mournſul Spectres ſweepi 
© Ghaftly oer this — Wave, fa 
Wa ſe wan Cheeks are ſtain'd with Weeping ; 
* Theſe were Engl; Captains brave 
© Mark thoſe Numbers pale and horrid, 
* Who were once my Sailors bold, 
© Lo, eich hangs his drooping Forchead, 
© While his diſmal Fate is told. 


© I by twenty Sail attended, 
Did this Spamſb Town affright, 
Nothing then its Wealth defended, 
© But my Orders ner to fight ; 
© Oh ! that in this rolling Ocean 
* I had caſt them with Diſdain, 
And obey'd my Heart's warm Motion, 
© To have quell'd the Pride of Spain. 


© For Reſiſtance I could fear none, 
© But with Twenty Ships had done, 
© What thou, brave and happy Vernon, 
© Hafſt atchiev'd with Six alone. 


Then the Baſtimento's never 


© Had our foul Dithonour ſeen, 
© Nor the Sea the fad Receiver 
© Of this gallant Train had been ! 


© Thus, like thee, proud Sparn diſmaying, 
And her Galleons leading Home, , 
© Tho” condemn'd for diſobeying, 
I had met a Traytor's Doom; 
To have fallen, my Country crying, 


* He has play'd 2 Parts 
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© Had been better far than dying 
Of a griev'd and broken Heart. 
* Unrepining at thy Glory, 
© Thy ſucceſsful 54 hail, 
© But remember our ſad Story, 
* And let Hoffer s Wrongs prevail: 
Sent on this foul Clime to languiſh, 
* Think what Thoufands fell in vain, 
* Waſted with Diſeaſe and Anguiſh, 
Not in glorious Battle ſlain, 
Hence with all my Train attending 
From their oozy Tombs below; 
* Thro” the heary Fcam aſcending, 
* Here 1 feed my conſtant Woe : 
© Here the Boſt:mento's viewing, 
© We recall our thameful Doom, 
And our plaintive Cries renewing, 
Wander thro' the Midnight Gloom. 
© O'er theſe Waves for ever mourning, 
© Shall we roam depriv'd of Reſt; 
© If to Britain's Shores retu ning, 
* You negle& my juſt Requeit; 
© After this proud Foe ſubduing, 
When your Patriot Friends you ſee, 
Think on Vengeance for my Ruin, 
And for England ſham'd in me. 


SonG VIII. Vernon's Anſwer 10 


Hoſier's Ghoſt. 


OSIER! with indignant Sorr:xo, 
H I bawe beerd thy mournful Talc ; 
And, if Heaven it, To- morregu 

Hence our warlile Fleet ſhall ſarl, 
Oer theſe beſtile Waves wwide roaming 

We will urge our beld Deſign, 
With the Hlacd of Theujandy foaming, 

For our Country's Wrongs and thine, 


On that Day when each brave Fell, 
Il bo new triumphs bere with me, Storm'd 
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dtm d and plunder d Porto Bello, 


All —_— were thee, 
Thy Serene ate —_—y 3 
Fierce thy Image glar d on bigb, 
And roth gen'rous Ardour warm d me, 
To re ven e thy Fall or die. | 
From their loſty Ships, deſcending, 
Tro“ the Flood in firm Array, 
T: the deſtin d City bending, 

My l:v\'4 Sailors werd' d their Way. 
Strait the Foe, with Horror trembling, 
Quits in haſte bis batter'd Walls; 

And in Accents und ſſembling, 
As be flies for Mcrcy — 
Carthagena, tot ring Wonder ! 
At thc daring Deed diſmay'd, 
Shall er lang, by Britain's Thunder, 
—_ in the Duſt be laid. 
Tem, and theſe pale Spect᷑res ſaveeping 
Rel. — at ry Round, 
Wheſe wan Cheeks are flain'd with Weeping, 
Pleas'd ſhall liſten to the Sound, 
Still rememb ring thy ſad Story, 
T2 thy pike, Gbef I — 2 | 
By — Hepes of future Glory, 
ar ſhall be my conſtant Care : 
Ard I ne cr will ceaſe Purſuing 
Spain's proud Sons from Sea to Sea, 
With juſt Vengeance for thy Ruin, 
And fer England ſbam d in thee. 


Song IX, Vernon's Glory on the 
taking of Porto Bello. Tune, The 
Sailor's Song. 


Ome, my Lads, with Souls befitting, 
Let us never be diſmgy'd ; 
Let's avenge the Wrongs of Britain, 
And ſupport her injur'd Trade, 


D b 2 hs 


( 280 ) 


The true Spirit of the Nation 

In our honeſt Hearts we bring, 
True, tho' in an humble Station, 
To our Country and our King, 


Spain no longer ſhall aſſume, 8 
” Ihe free Ocean, as her ng ; 
For the Time, at laſt is come, Boys, 
We'll their Topfails lower down. 
Tho' in Politics conteſting, 
Round and round they vere about, 
All their Shipe, and Manifefting, 
With our Broadiides we will rout, 


Hark the roaring Cannon thunders 
See, my Lade, Six Ships appear! 
Ev'ry Briten acting Wonders, 
Strikes the Southern World with Fear, 
Porto Bello, fam'd in Story, 
Now at laſt ſubmits to Fate; 
Fernon's Courage gains us Glory! 
And his Mercy proves us Great ! 


On our naval Strength depending, 
Let us ſteer 0/4 England's Courſe ; 
When affronted, Vengeance ſending, 
Shew the World 0/4 Ergland's Force, 
Then loud Peals of Britiſb Thunder, 
Ratling on each hoſtile Shore, 
Shall make haughty Dons kneck under, 
Nor ſhall dare inſult us more. 
May all Engli/þ Lads, like you, Boys, 
Prove on Shore true Hearts of Gul : 
To their King and Country true, Buys, 
And be neither bought nor ſold. 
Let the Landmen, without Party, 
Act like Brethren of the Flcod ; 
To one Cauſe alone be hearty, 
And be that for Britain's Good. 
Then thro" all the mighty Ocean 
Th' Eng!:/h Croſs ſhall Honour find; 


Far as Wave can feel a Motion. 
Far as Flag can move with Wind. 


Then 


. 
—— 
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Then inſulting Monarchs ſhewing 
More Regard, ſhall humbler be, 

This old Truth of Britons knowing, 
As they're brave, they will be free. 


Sone X. On the ſame. Tune, Ye 
Commons and Peers. 
$7 attend, Britiſh Boys, 


When he firſt came in Sight, 
Cries the Governor - == -- * Shue ! 
* From this Fellow what have we to fear? 
© Did net Hoſier the brave 
© Hitber ſail to his Grave, 
© The' with more than thrice Six Men of War. 
© Thirteen Captains outright, 
* Subalterns, a damm d Sigbe, 
* And of Sailors each one a flout Fellow ; 
* Full Three Thouſand and odd 
* Periſh'd, rotten by G- d, 
* Witheut firing againſt Porto Bello. 
Hence our Queen did declare 
* The blue-ftring*d Cavalier 
e ood Friend, fince be ſerv d ber ſo ave!! 1 
6 rd did kindly incline 
* His Convention to fign, 
Fer bis Care to preſerve Porto Bell. 
© Then, my Lads bade no Dread 
* Of th:s Hectoring Blade, 
Fer I m certain, the ſent from /o far, 
* He Inftruttions bas none, 
© To let fly one pror Gun, 
© Neither be nir tis Six Mer of War, 
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Nut ſcon Vernon's bot Fire 


Prw'd the Spaniard a Lyar, 
To tcapitulate, ſoon it his Story ; 
And to ſave bis Retreat, 
Sees ls Caſtles laid flat, | 
Both bis Caſtles of Iron 47 Glory. 
Whence th+(e Fortreſſes came : 


Such bigh Titles to claim, 
7 ferbear to recite in this Place, 
| Tho" our ſwrapgering Foes, 
- One might fairly ſuppoſe, 
4 Did aſſume ie on Hoſier' : Di ſg race. 
Now tbe - Cue of Glory 
Tou have wel” d befire ye, 
To its Title yeurſ-if may pretend ;; 
It is made your own Pri =, 
And ꝛobere er your Sail flirt, 
Shall, en ycu, nl: Vernon attord, 


Of thrs Victory rate 

Tu ſecur d the beſt Share; 
For the Spaniſh King's Dollar: and P. f 

You moſt galla tiy gave | 

To yeur Mariners brave, 


Ard with Glary rewarded gourfelf, 


Nav, Old England, tho" Lng | 
Thou haſt been but a Song ö 
Of Repreach to the meaneſi of Nutton-, 
The” thy Flag bas been ſpam'd, 
And thy Strength bas been maim 4 
By cur Debts and our Negotiations z 


Be no more in the Dumps, 

Theu may / ill ſtir thy Stumps, 
Ard recover ; for, in this Content iin, 

I ray venture te ſruear, 

Thou baſt n:thin to fear, | 
By St. George, but another Convention, 


Song XI. To you fair Ladies now 
at Land. 


O you Folts at Marlbro' Houſe, 
From Enfield Chaſe I write, 
And tho? ſcarce worth a fingle Souſe, 
Yet I'm in merry Plight : 
For one who drinks, and lavghs, and fings, 
What need he care for Sixteen Kings ? 
With a fa, la. 


We are now bleſs'd in Old England 
Vith Camps no leſs than Three; 
Brave Norris, with young Cumberland, 
And Hud lock beat the Sea; 
Srill, what's all this but Raree- ſhe vy 
"Tis Fernes only drubs the Foe! 
With a fa, la. 
But Bob, they fav, to Norfolt's flown ; 
() ! may he there remain; 
| And never more ſee London Town, 
Till we have humbled Spain: ; 
Keep him at Home, we ne'er can fail, 


Cathcart and Arſon both ſhall ſail ! 
W.th a a, la. 


Then Cuba ſoon ſhall fall in Hand, 
| And likewiſe Cartbagene 
| And the proud Don ſhall underſtand 
We've no more Work for Keene : 
Per, tho' by Fight we oft - times get, 
We always loſe Whene'er we treat. 
Nich a fa, la. 
This Truth, Great Marlbro', haſt thou ſhewn, 
And fonnd to Ergland”s Coſt, 
That all thy Battles, nobly won, 
In Urrechi's Peace were loſt : 
But now let's fix this Maxim bold, 
This gallant Maxim, Take, and Hold“ 
Mtb a ft, la. 


Now drink Succeſs to this great Work, 
And all the Patriot Crew ; 
Nor yet forget brave CoPnel Tort, 
If all that's faid be true: 
Fill then to Yernon's Health a Glaſs, 
And let Sir R- -t kiſs mine A--ſc, 
With a fa, la. 


But if four Millions all are ſpent 
In nought but empty Shew, 
God ſend us a good Parliament ! 
To ftrike the proper Blow. 
That done, we may ſecure our Trade, 
And all our Debts will then be paid, 
With a fa, u. 


SonG XII. The Freeholder. Tune, 
King John and the Abbot. 


OU gallant Freebolders, now lend us a Hand, 
The Crifis draws nigh : At Stake is England 

On Placemen, or Penſioners can you rely ? 
Chuſe ſuch Men your Members all Bribes <vill defy, 

Derry down, down, Cc. 
How great were your Taxes ? their Treaties bow dark # 
Think ⁊ubo voted th Exciſe ! on theſe ſet a Mark, 
The Place-bill they damn'd, the Convention approv'd ; 
They paſs'd Bills of Credit, and Jobb-Work they lov'd, 

Derry down, down, &c. 
New Places are coin'd ; but no Man's put in Poſt, 
Til! W--ng--n tries if bis Morals are bofs : 
Theſe your Bor:ughs wan d poiſon - reed all the Crew ; 
The Mcney they proffer they firſt fole from you. 

Derry down, down, &c. 
Yu're feel d, they are fatted ; the Juggle goes round, 
Fer each Guinea they give, you'r tax d Twenty Pound; 
Think then on old Liberty left by your Sires, 
Ner vote for the Jen by avbom it expirci, 
Derry down, down, Se. 


Te 


e 


# A 


( 285 ) 


The wild Arab, that robs, bis Hoord tuen f betray, 

Ner a Swiſs his cxun Home, the” he murder: for 255 : 

Banditti's 2v7// kill you, if Gold they can wiew ; 

But nare ſell their Country, but B--b and his Crew, 
Derry down, Sc. 


Remember woh-ſs Agents long ſhuffled in Spain, 

Our Merchants inſulted no Redreſs cou'd obtain: 

T:!! from Clamours without, within Doors they grew; 

Then a feto Ships were ſent, What with more might 
wwe di? Derry down, Se. 


Tie" an hundred wwe bad, all fit fir the War, 
| From full Sixty Thouſand no Soldiers they'd ſpare : 


Jun who cann:t gueſs, wwhy brave Vernon was ſent ; 
But Le has defeated whatever was meant, 
Derry down, &c. 


T: Vernon then drink, the bold City alſo ; 
To London I mean, About let it go : 
The Sheriff remember, be nobly bebav' d, 
Ard thoſe Sturdy Beggars your Country bave ſuv d. 
Derry down, &c. 
Ten a Fig for their Keene, ſly Fleury and Don, 
Hur Hang-an- Arſe-Courtiers ; but Men that puſh"d on 
This War muſt relieve you---buzza with full Glaſs, 
All ſad Dogs deſpiſe who bear Loads like an Aſs, 
y down, &c, 
Ther fellow, brave Boys ; to thoſe Leaders be true, 
Toey'l! your Freedom retrieve- -- your loft Honeur tos. 
Acccunts, Tohen they're call'd for, ſhall ne er be refus'd, 
And Committees ſhall ſhew you tubene er you're abus'd, 
Derry down, Sc. | 


Soo XIII. Tune, The Early Horn 


Ark ! hark from far, 
The Voice of War 
To Glory calls around; 
Riſc | 
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Riſe! Britons riſe ! 
With chearful Cries, 
And join the Martial Sound, 

See! how your Foes 
Their Dread diſcloſe, 
And dwindle to Diſgrace, 


Lead, on, lead on, 


Till Victory's won, 
And give their Squadrons Chaſe 


With — Fleets at Cales, 
Let haughty Spain 
Behold the Main, 

Spread with your ſweeping Sails, 
Now Vengeance low'rs, 
Thoſe faithlefs Pow'rs, 

Who late her Cauſe eſpous d, 


In Silence lye, 


Or diftant fly 


Before the Lion rous'd. 


Brave Vernon comes, 
With battering Bombs, 
See India look diſmay d 
And Europe wait 
The Will of Fate, 
In Britiſh Fleets convey d. 


Soxnc XIV. 


Ye Commons and Peers, 


HAT a Racket is here 
About Six Men of War! 


About Honour and Nonſenſe retrieved ! 
About Glory and Guns 
Brought away from the Dons, 
And our Factors from Priſon relieved ? 


To attack Porto Bell, 
Be ſo good as to tell, 
Did I your mad Valcur importune ? 


Ta 
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To deſert your poor Wile, 
Risk your Limbs and your Life, 
Zounds! was this for a Man of your Fortune? 


Then the Town left unplunder'd, 
And the Dollars all ſquandet d, 
What romantick ridiculous Force! 
You're a Puppy, a Spartan, 
Whom a wiſe Man would fart an, 
But twas Virtue you fay--- Kiſs my A- ſe. 


You ſeck nought but the Good 
Of your Country ---- Odsblood ! 
How I laugh at theſe Rhodomontades l 
© There's not one, but whoſe Priee 
T could name in a Trice 


Among all theſe fine Patriot Blades. 


Then again we are told 
That Trelatuney the bold 
Would equip you, if Soldiers he had, 
To attempt Carthagene ; 
Why e'en conquer all Spain: 
By the Lord, you are both raving mad! 
"T was mere Malice to me 
Made you venture to Sea, 
To confound all my Meaſures outright : 
''F was to prove me a Lyar, 
That vou made your damn'd Fire; 
And you ſtorm d Porto Bell out of Spitht. 
How did Spain's Gracious 
Doat on me and Don Nen! 
I was priz'd by the Cardinal too, 
At Verſailles and th' Eſeurial! 
They are now in a Fury all; 
And for this I'm beholden to you. 


You have now gain'd your Point, 
My whole's Scheme's out of Joint; 
No Convention Repꝛieve can obtain: 
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And my wiſe Brother H-r-ce 
Will now paſs for a poor Aſs F 
Over En:land, France, Holland and Spain. 


Song XV. From Spithead, 


* O yen, fine Folk, at London Town, 
ie Spithead Tars do write, 
Ad wender you don't ſend us down 
Orders to Fail and Fight : 
For wor are weak ning ev'ry Day, 
By Sicknes and by Run- away. 
With 4 Fa, la, Ee. 


Tb: French and Spaniards beth are ſaild, i 
en Blaſs to reinforce, ph 
Thinking due have brave Vernon fad, 
To him let's bend our Courſe : 
Gree bim bat h If the Flert that's bere, 
He'll beat them beth you need not fear. 
With a Fa, la, &c. 


Or if wwe ſhould them chance to meet 
Upon the azure Main, 
Stout Ogle and Cathcart an' beat 
Them back again to Spain 
Or in the Deep Toould lay them low, 
They ne er ſhould ſtribe another Blau. 
With a Fa, la, Cc. 


But if you keep us. pent up thus, 
Like Game-Cocks in a Bag, 
N fba!l not get a fingle Souſe, 
Nor Honour to your Flag : 
Make baſte, or the Galleons are gone, 
And all true Hearts will be undone ! 
With a Fa, la, &c. | 


SoxnG XVI. Tune, Tweed-Side. 


W HAT's the Spring- breathing Violet and Roſe, 
What's the Summer, with all his gay * 
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Or the Plenty of Autumn to thoſe, 
Who have barter'd their Freedom for Gain; 


Then let Love of our King's legal Right 
To cur Love of our Country 2 

And let Friendſhip and Mincur unite, 
And flouriſh on both Sides the Tweed, 


No Sweetneſs the Senſes can chear, 
That Corruption and Bribery bind, 
No Brightneſs the Gloom ever clear; 
For Honour's the Sun of the Mind. 
Then let Love, &c. 


Let Virtue diſtinguiſh the Brave, 
Place Riches in lower Degree, 
Think him pooreſt, who dares be a Slave, 
And him richeſt, who dares to be free, 
Then let Love, &c. 


Let us think how our Anceſtors roſe, 
Let us think how our Anceſtors fell ; 
*Tis the Rights they defended ; tis thoſe 


They bought with their Blood, that we fell, 
Then let Lowe, &c. 


Sono XVII. Surg by @ Parcel of 


Frenchmen. 


'OME, my Boys, in brimming Glaſjes, 
4 W----"s Health ; te all ſurpaſſes : 
He de beft of Puliricians, 
He de viſeſt of Pty ſici ans. 
Doodle, doodle, doo, &c. 
He dees bleed de Engliſh Nation, 
Let cut de little of deir Paſſion ; 
All deir C ers be vill drain- y; 
3% of Friends te us and Spain-y. 
Doodle, &c. 
Let de Engliſh Merchants rage-y 
EH will knew deir Neiſe t afſwoage-y 3 
C c 


I 
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Doe de flurdy Raſcals grumble, 

De ſwwmging Taxes doſe will kumble, 
Doodle, Cc. 

Do' be fits de vate Sguadron, 

He know how deir Helms to gewern ; 

Do Sir In to fight was ſent-y, 

Gd be praii'd tes ſafe in Kent-y. 
Doodle, Ec. 

Al! de Lay be wanted fight -y, 

But no Spaniard came in ſigbt- y; 

Fn de Dons he could net meet-y, 

Y den fight vid his own Fleet-y, 
Doodle, Sc. 

All dis Time de Spaniard boaſt. y, 

Tock their Ships on derr own Coaft-y, 

Cruiz'd uten deir waliant Hero, 

Vid deir li:tle Privatecr-0, 
Doc dle, Sc. 

Vernon be de dang raus Fellow, 

He did tale de Porto Bello; 

Begar diy wuſt bim ſoon dems.ij, 

Or Rob-n's Schemes bei all aboliſh, 
Doodle. Ec. 


at de' nmw Fe fight and raar, 

Bob «il! tate im one Peg lauer, 

He will ſend lim nd more Succour, 

Den cur Fleet _ bim in de pucker, 
Dole, 

Do' Sir Og e eb ſailins, 
Tue hau Oe Vind will fail bim; 
e Fee ts thrw.ick y, 

" + Winds will drive eim bdck-y. 
lle, Ic. 


tern Fd dey ger o, 
* . eit dat . in petty 
„ 7.4, den .''y vant Beer -o, 
dur fierce Career-% 
Je, Se. 


Cs 
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Avay at laſt dey forc'd to fleer-o, 
Of 2 Land at laff d clear - 

* de Trute © to ſmother, 

Dey run oul 7 one another, 

, &c. 


J Spithead — back A-, 

Brag and blurder, 2 — and boaſt-y ; 

Den de Galluons all get bome-y, 

Pee and Spain get all de Money. 
Doodle, &c. 


Den de Engliſh bazv! at Rob-n, 

Call him Teeſe, and Rogue, and meb him; 

Pat care be for Niiſe ard Scold-y, 
Parbleau, Le got avay deir Gold-y. 

| Docdle, &c. 

Vell dene, W-lp-le, fleece and plunder, 

Make de Merchants all knock ander; 

Ven dey will n more endure you, 

Fly to a > __ — you. 


1 XVII. Tune of, To you fait. 
Ladies now at Land 


LL powerful Gold the World controuk, 
And changes Wrong t» Right; 
Converts to Vaſſals high-born Souls, 
And dubs the Knve a Knight: 
But B. tan never {&- e ſold, 
For filthy Bribes of Robin's Gold, Fa, la, (a> 
By cunning Chymiſts we are told, 
There is a Magic Stone, 
That can trinſmute vile Braſs to Gold, 
By Means to us unknown ; 
But Gold (:yerior Magie has; 
It turns th numan Face to Braſs. 
That ſhining Or: +02 often ought 
The Briten's venal Wen, 
For Men that have + n *hought 
Much fitter for a Ry pe: : 
C 2 Place- 
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Placemen are now no more our Choice, 
For Yernon's we will give our Voice. 
Placemen as ductile are as Gold, 
Changing like it their Shape, 
Thus v Bigots we behold 
Turn a Utenſils of State. 
But ſuch tr2nſplant to Spain or Rene, 
And leave the honeſt Men at Home 


While Gold enchants the giddy Mob, 
To ſet their Votes to Sale, 
It muf? return again to Bob, 
By the Exciſe on Ale. 
*Tis thus the Knight may bribe you on 
With your own Gold, til! you're undone, 
Britons beware] at laſt grow wiſe ! 
For Liberty combi ne 
Let none that voted for Exciſe, 
E'er oribe you with his Wine! 
Drink only of the Patriot's Bowl, 
And vote for him with all your Soul ! 


Song XIX. The Miller of Mansfield, 


OW bappy a State dees the Miller poſſejs, 
Who we'd be 1 greater, nor fears to be lei? 

On his Mill and bimſelf ke depends fir Si ppert, 
Which is vetter than ſervilely cringing at Court, 
What tho" be all dufly and wwhitned dec: go, 
The more b:'s br-power'd, the mcre lit: a Beau: 
A Clown in this Dreſs may be horeſter far 
Than.a Courtier who ſtruts in bis Garter and Star, 
The" bis Hands are ſo daub'd they're not fit to be ſeen, 
The Hands / his Betters are nt very clean; 
A Palm more polite may as airtily deal, 
Gold, in bar ling, will flick tc x Fingers lite Meal, 
What if, when a Pudding for Dinner be lacks, 
He cribs, without Scruple, from other Men's Sachs: 
In this of right noble Examples be brags, 
Who borrow as fre:ly from other Men's Bags, 
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Or ſhould be endeawour to beap an Eſtate, 

In this be would mimick the Tools of the State, 
Whoſe Aim: ts alone their Coffers to fill, 

As all bis Concirn's to bring Grift to Lis Mill, 


He eats when ke's hungry, be drink: when be's dry, 
And dewn, en he's weary, contented does lie; 
Then riſes up chearful to work and to ſing 

If ſo bappy @ Miiler, then æube d be a King 


So N XX. The Blind Bey. 


Say ! what is that Thing call'd Light, 
Which I muſt ne'er enjoy, 
What are the Blefſings of the Sight, 
© tell your poor blind Boy ! 
You talk of wond'rous Tings you fee, 
You 1:y the Sun ſhines bright ; 
I feel him warm, but how can he 
Then make it Day or Night ? 
My Day or Night myſelf I make, 
Whene'er I wake or play, 
eld. And cou'd I ever keep awake, 
With me twere always Day. 


With heavy Sighs, I often hear, 
You mourn my hopeleſs Woe ; 
But fure, with Patience I may bear 

A Lofs I ne'er can know. 

Then It not what I caunot have 
My Chear ot Mind deftroy ; 
Whiltt thus I fing, I zm a King, 

Altho' a poor Blind Boy. 


* 


Soxc XXI. A Trifling Song, &c. 


Ty fins Serg ye ſpall hear, 
4 Bern wit a Trizze ard ended ; 
All triflin,; People dra ar, 
And I ſhall bc nobly atter: 
S2 Were 
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Mere it not for Trifles a foro, 
That lately came into the Play, 
The Men Twould want ſomething to de, 
'The Women want (ometh;ng to lay. 


What makes Men eriſile in Drſj:::e 5 
Becauſe the Ladies, they u. xo, 


Admue, by often careſſing, 
That eminent Trifle, a Beau. 


When the Lover bis d Het. Las tr: fled, 
The Trifle of Tr:f*+ to gam, 

No ſooner the Virgin i. 129 
But a Trifle ſo! part them agarm, 


What Mortal ww eher be able, 
At White's F.: HA Nest tr fie ? 
Or who nf cud Lear a Tea- Tab':, 
Without talling Trifles for Mi:? 
The Court is frem Trifles ſecure, 
Gold Keys are no Ir Hes wwe jee ;; 
White Roas are nm Trifles I'm ere, 
Whatever their Bearers may be. 


But if you will go to the Place, 
Where Trifles abundantly br.ed, 
The Levee Til! hero you, his Grace 
Makes Promiles 'Trifles indeed 


A Conch, with fix Fortmen behind, 
I count n:1tter 1 ri fe nor Sin 3 
But, ye Geods'! becu oft de cue find 

A ſcandalcus Trifl: within ? 


A. Flask of Champa:gr Pecple think it 
A Trifle er ſometbing as bad; 

But if you'l! contrive bow t drink it, 
You'll find it n9 Trifle by Gad. 


A Parſon's a Trifle at Sea, 

A Wid:w's a Trifle in Sorr:w, 
A Peace is a Trifle t9-day, 

Ta break it a Trifle to-morrow» 
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A Black Coat a _ may clole, 

Or to hide it the Red may endeavour : 
But if once the Army is broke, 

e ſil have more I. rifles than ever, 

The Stage is a Trifle they ſay, 

The Reaſon prey carry along 
Becauſ that at every new Play 

Ab: dance of Trifies do throng, 
Fu' with Perple's Malice to trifle, 

And to jet ws al! on a Font; 
The Authry of thin ts @ Trifle, 

And his Seng ts a Trifle to bort. 


Sono XXII. The Spider, 


Rtiſt, who underneath the Table 
Thy curious Textures haſt diſplay d, 
Who, if we may believe the Fable, | 
Waſt once a blooming lovely Maid, 


Inſidious, reftleſs, watchful Spider, 

Fear no officious Damſel's Brom, 
Extend thy artful Building wider, 

And ſpread thy Banners round my Room. 
While I thy wond'rous Fabrick ſtare at, 

And think on hapleſs Poet's Fate, 
Like thee confin'd to lonely Garret, 

And proudly baniſh'd Rooms cf State. 
And as from out thy tortur'd Body, 

Thou draw'ſt thy ſlender Thread with Pain; 
So does he labour like a Noddy, 

To ſpin Materials from his Brain. 
He for ſome gaudy flutt'ring Creature, 

That ſpreads her Charms before his Eye; 
And that's a Conqueſt little better, 

Than thine o'er captive Butterfly. 
Thus far, tis plain you both agree, 

Your Death, perhaps, may better ſhow it; 
"Tis Ten to one but Penn 

Ends both the Spider aud the Peet. SONG 
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Soo XXIII. The Fate of the Fiddle. 


E Lads ard L aſſes bot "ine in Longleat, 

Where they jay there's no Erd of goed Drink and 

ge'd Meat; 

Where the Pur fill their Bellies, the Rich receive Honour, 
So great and ſo good 1s the Lord of the Minor, 
Ye Nymphs and ye Swwains that inbabit the Place, 
Give Ear to my Song of a Fiddle's hard Caſe ; 
For it 1s of a Fiddle, a ſwoect Fiddle I fing, 
A ſefter and ſaweeter did never wear String, 
Melpomene, lend me the Aid of thy Art, 
WWiilſt I the ſad Fate of this Fiddle impart : 
For never had Fiddle a Fortune ſo bad, 
Which ſbeæus the belt Things the worſt Fortune have bad. 
This Fiddle of Fiddles, toben it came to be try'd, 
Was as ſweet as a Lark, and as ſoft as a Bride ; 
This Fiddle to ſer, and tit Muſick to bear, 
Gave Delight to the Eye, whilſt it rawiſÞ'd the Ear, 
Bur frſt I muſt ſing of this Fiddle's Country, 

*Twas born and tat bred in fair Italy, 
Jn a Town where g Marſhal of France bad the Hap, 
(Fortune de la Guerre) to be caught in a Trap. 
And nw, baving ſung of this Fiddle's high Birth ; 
1 ſhould fing of the Fingers which made ſo much Mirth; 
But Firgers jo firaizht, ſo ſtviſt, and ſi ſmall, 
Sbould be ſung by a Poet, or nut ſung at all. 
The” I am, Ged Toit, but a poor Country Swain, 
And cannot indite in ſo lefty a Strain ; 
So all I can ſay, is to tell you once more, 


Such Hands and ſuch Fingers were ne er ſeen befcre, 


Having ſung of the Fingers and Fiddle, I triw, 
You"! bold it ut meet I ſhould fing of the Leu; 
Ne Bow it was Eben, whoſe Virtue was ſuch, 

It wounded your Heart, if your Ear it did touch, 
Cupid auld fain have chang d with this Bow for a ꝛub ili 
Zo wwhich the coy Nymph thus replied with a Smile, 
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My Bow is far better than yours I'll appeal, 

Yeurs only can kill, mine can both hill and Leal. 

This Fiddle and Bow, and its Muſick together, 

Would make heavy Hearts as light as a Feather : 

But alas ! oben I tall its Cataſtrophe fing, 

Your Heart it till bleed, and your Hands ycu wwill wringe 


Thts Fiddle was laid on a \(.ft eafy Charr, 

Taking all for it Friends its ſweet Muſik did bear; 
When flraight there came in a huge Maſculine Bum, 
I wiſh the De.“ had it t make bim a Dram, 


Neu Tor to the Bum that the Fi dale dem ali hd, 
That bas all of Muſick and Paſtime ab-l:fþ'd ; 


May it never want Birch to be fwitcb'd and be laſh'd, 
May it ever be uching, and never be ſcratch'd, 


May it never break Wind in the Chelick ſo grievous, 
A Penance tos ſmall for a Crime ſo miſcbieuvcus : 
Ne'er find a ſoft Cuſhion, its Anguijh to eaſe, 
While all is too little my Wrath to appe 4 


Of other Bum-Scrapers may it till bear the Blame, 
Ne'er ſhew its bare Face without Sorrow or Shame 
Aſay it ne'er mount on Hor ſebact wvith:ut Loſs of Leatber ; 
Weich brings me almoſt to the End of my Tether, 

And n:xw, left ſme Criticb, of deep Penetration, 

Should attack our poor Ballad with grave Annotation; 


The Fop muſt be teld, wwithcut ſpeaking in Riddle, 
He muſt firſt make a better, or kiſs my Bum- Fiddle, 


Son XXIV. Preach not me, &c. 


Reach not me your muſty Rules, 
Ye Drones that muuld in idle Cell; 
The Heart is wiſer than the Schools, 
The Senſes always reafon well, 


If ſhort my Span, I leſs can ſpare 


To paſs a fingle Pleaſure by ; 
An Hour is long, if loſt in Care, 


They only live, who Life enjoy. 
hey only live, J®Y SONG 
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So N XXV. Jovial Beggar. 


Here was a jovial Beggar, 
He had a wooden Leg, 
Lame from his Cradle, 


And forced for to beg, ( 
Ada lerging we vill go, ' 
W.{ go, 20% go, E 
Hind a 6::-1ro av? will go. 
A Dag fo: his Oatmeal, 7 
Another for his Salt ; 
And a Pair of Crutches, - 
To thei that he can halt. 
And a brgping, &c. F 
A Bag tor his Wheat, 
Ans ther for his Rye; 0 
A litle Bottle by his Side, 8 
To drink when he is dry: 
And a beeping, &c. ] 
To Pimblic: we'll go, N 


Where we ſhall merry be; 
With every Man a Can in's Hang, 2 
< 


And a Wench upon his Knee, 
And a begging, &c. 
And when we are diſpoſed 
To tumble on the Graſs, 
We have a long patch'd Coat 
To hide a pretty Laſs. 
And a beggig, &c. | 
Full ſeven Years I bepoed, 
For my old Maſter Mild; 
He taught me how to beg, 
When 1 was but a Child. 
And a begging, &c. 
I begg'd for my Maſter, 8 
And got him Store of Pelf; 
But Juve now be praiſed, - 
I can beg for myſelf, 
And a begging, &c. In 


r 
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In an old hollow Tree 

I live and pay no Rent; 
Providence provides for me, 

And I am well content: 
And a begging, &c. 
Of all the Occupations 

A Beggar lives the beſt; 
For when is a weary, 

He'll lay him down to reſt: 
And a begging, &c. 
J fear no Plots againſt me, 

T live in open Cell; 
Then who would be a King, 

When a Beggar lives ſo well? 
Ard a begging, &c. 


Song XXVI. Happy Hours, &c. 


II Appy Hours all Hours excelling, 
When retir d from Crouds and Niiſe ; 


Happy it that ſilent Dævelling. 
UP d with ſelſ poſſeſſing Toys ; 

Happy's that contented Creature, 

Whs wo:th fexveſt Things is pleas'd, 
And conſults the Voice of Nature, 

When of roving Fancy eas d. 
Every Pajſicn wiſely mowing, 

Fiſt as Reaſon turnt the Scale, 
Every State of Lie improving, 

That x grxious Theugtt prevail; 
Happy Man <wio thus poſſeſſes 

Life with ſame Companion dear, 
Jey imparted ſtill encrenſes, 

Griot when toll ſoon diſappear. 


Song XXVII. To hug yourſelf, &c. 


O bug y urſelf in perfect Eaſe, 
1 What weud you wich for mere than theſe? 4 
* 


(300) 
A healthy, clean paternal Seat, 
Well ſhaded from the Summer's Heat. 
A little Parlour Stove to hold 
A conſtant Fire from Winter's Cold ; 
Where you may fit. and think, and fing, 
Far off from Court, God fave the King. 
Safe from the Harpies of the Law, 
From Party Rage, and great Man's Paw ; 
Have Choice few Friends of your own Tafte ; 
A Wife agreeable and chaſte, 
An open but yet cautious Mind, 
Where guilry Cares no Entrance find 


Nor Miſer's Fears, nor Eavy's Spite, | 
Do break the Sabbath of the Night. 
Plain Equipage and temp'rate Meals, 
Few Taylor's and no Doctor's Bills; 
Content to take, as Heaven ſhall pleaſe, 
A longer or a ſhorter Leaſe. 


Song XXVIII. Gather your, &c. 


Ather your Roſe- Buds, while you may, 
G Old Time 52 a flying; 2 
And that ſame Fl:aver that ſmiles Ju- day, 

To-morrew will be dying, 
The rom Lamp of Heaw'n the Sun, 

T he higher he is petting, 
be ſconer Twill bis Race be run, 

And nearer be to Setting. 
That is beſt, that is the firſt, 

While Youth and Bluod are warmer; 
Expect not the laſt and worſt, 

Time flill ſucceeds the former, 
Ther be net coy, but uſe your Time, 

I bile you = go 3 : 
For bawing once but Þbft your Prime, 

Y: may for eter tarry. 
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SonG XXIX. Of @ noble Race was 
Shenkin. 


7 Was in the Land of Cyder, 
At a Place call'd Brampton Bryan, 

Such a Prank was play d 

Twirt a Man and Maid, 
That all the Saints cry d fie on. 
For gentle Jobn and Suſan 
Were oft at Recreation ; 

To tell the Truth, 

This vig'rous Youth 
Caus'd a dreadtul Conflagration. 
Both Morning, Noon, and Night, Sir, 
Brisk Jahn was at her Crupper ; 

He got in her Geers 

Five Times before Pray re, 
And Six Times after Supper. 
Jebn, being well provided, 
So cloſely did ſolace her, 

That Suſan's Waſte, 

So flackly lac'd, 
Shew'd Signs of Babe of Grace, Sir, 
But when the Knight perceived, 
That Suſan had been finning, 

And that this Laſs, 

For want of Grace, 
Loy'd Kiſſing more than Spinning; 
To cleanſe the Houſe from Scandal, 
And filthy Fornication; 

Of all ſuch Crimes 

To ſhew the Times 
His utter Deteſtation ; 


He took both Bed and Bolſter, 

Nay, Blankets, Sheets, and Pillows, 
With Z7ohnny's Frock, 
And Suſan's Smock, 

And burnt them in the _ houſe, 
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And every vile Utenſil 
On which they had been wicked ; 
As Chairs, Joint-ſtools, 
Old Trunks, Cloſe-ſtools, 
And eke the Three-legg'd Cricket, 
But had each Thing defiled 
Been burnt at Brampton Bryan, 
We all muſt grant 
The Knight would want 
Himſelf a Bed to lie on. 


SonG XXX. Be gone, Old Care. 


E gone, Old Cave, I prithee be gone from me; 
Be gone, Old Care, you and I Hall never agree : 
Long Time bade you been wexing me, 
And fain you would me kill, 
1 * Old Care, 
never ſhall have thy Mill. 


Too much Care ⁊uill make a young Man look prey, 
And teo much Care will turn an old Man to Cay: 
Come, you ſha!l dance, ard I will fing, 

So merrily <ve will play: 
For I hold it one of the vt Things 

To drive Old Care away. 


Sono XXXI. Had I the World, &c. 


HY, Lycidas p d Man be wain, 
If brunteous Heaw'n hath made lim great f 
Why lock with inſolent Di ſdain, 
On thoſe undeck'd with Wealth and State? 
Can ſplendid Rabes, er Beds of Daus, 
Or coftly Gems to deck the Hair; 
Can all the Glories of a Crown | 
Give Health or ſmooth the Briw Care # 


The ſcepter d Prince, the burden d Slave, 
e bumble and the baughty die; 
The Poor, the Rich, the Baſe, the Brute, 
In Duft without Diſtinct ian lie. 


0 
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Go ſearch the Tombs where Monarchs reft , 
Who once the richeſt Glovies wvore, 
Fled is that Grandeur they paſſeſr'd, 
And all their Greatneſs 1s no more. 


So glides the Meteor thro” the Sly, 
And s along a gilded Train, 
But its ſhort-liv*d Beautics die, 

Diſſobves to common Air again. 


Song XXXII. Freedom is a real, &c. 


Reedom is a real Treaſure, 
Love a Dream, all falſe and vain, 
Short, uncertain is the Pleaſure, 
Sure and laſting is the Pain. 


A fincere and tender Paſſion 
Some ill Planet over-rules ; 

Ah, how blind is Inclination ' 
Fate and Women doat on Fool:, 


Soma XXXIII. Waft me ſome, &c. 


Mbition never me ſeduc d, 
To ſoar on Fortnne's painted Wing; 
Far humbler Motives ftrong induc'd, 
To haunt unvex'd, the Muſes Spring. 
Some rural Cott, where Angel Peace 
Mild o'er the Soul her Influence ſheds : 


| Where Pleaſures flow with gay Increaſe, 


And ſport at Eaſe on Roſy Beds. 


Where Silvan Scenes the Fancy raiſe, 
Exalt the Soul, improve the Lay; 
Where fanning Zephyrs footh the Blaze 
Of Summer's fiercely-darting Day. 
The dimpled Stream, the winding Shade, 
The Lawn in chearing Verdure dreſs d, 
Th” aſpiring Hill, the tufted Glade ; 
Soft Themes ſhou'd pleafing Thoughts fuggeR. 
| D d 2 Then 
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Then rais'd to Extaſy, I'd hail 

The ſweetly-awful rural Powers, 
Invite, if artieſs Sounds prevail, 

Gay Wood-nymphs from their Jes' mine Bowers, 
Rich in myſelf, I'd frown on Gold, 

And far the treacherous Gewgaw throw : 
With Pity's melting Eye behold 

The idle-buſtling Crowd behold, 
Ah me ! how in romantic Seats, 

Does my deluded Fancy ftray ! 
Too tranſient, vifionary Sweets, 

That ſudden Gleam, that fades away. 
Thus ſportive to the Mind, in Sleep, 

Caſcades, Rocks, Coaches, Guineas riſe ; 
Break but the Charm, the glitt'ring Heap, 

And all the wild Creation dies. 


Song XXXIV. The Bonny, &c, 


3 IS W:man that ſeduces all Mankind ; 
By her ve are firſt taught the Wheedling Arti: 
Her wery Eyes can cheat ; when moſt ſhe's kind, 
She tricks us of cur Money with our Hearts. 
Fer her, like Wolves by Night, wwe ream for Prey, 
And practiſe ev'ry Fraud to bribe ber Charms : 
For Suits of Love, like Law, are won by Pay, 
And Beauty muſt be fer d into our Arms. 


SonG XXXV. A lovely Laſs, &c. 


A Lovely Laſs to a Friar came, 

To confeſs in the Meorn.ng early : 

In what, my Dear are you t2 blame P 
Come cxun it all ſincerely. 

Tre dene, Sir, what I dare not name, 
With a Lad Tha loves me dearly. 

The greateſt Fault in ry ſef I know, 
Is what I rv diſcover, 

Th.n you to Rome fer that muſt go, 
There Diſcipline ts (uffer, 

Lack-a-day ! Sir, if it muſt be fo, 


Pray with me ſend my Lover, No 


—_ CS 
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No, , my Dear, you do but dream, 
Vel bave no double Dealing; 
But if with me yon I —_ 4 ſame, 
TI pardon your paſt Failing. 
I muſt own Sir, tho” I bluſh for Shame, 
That your Penance is prevailing. 


SonG XXXVI. Tranſporting, &c. 


1 8 Ranſporting are the ſolid Jays, 
bich faithful Love beſtow: ; 
MI! other Pleaſures are but Tiys, 
Which yield to faint Repyſe : 
Thus when I 
My Charmer nigb, 
My tender Glances prove, 
That not a Part 
Of this fond Heart, 
But teems all o'er with Love. 


SonG XXXVII. Let Ambition, &c. 


ET Ambition fire thy Mind, 
Thou wert born o'er Men to reign: 
Not to follow Flocks deſign'd, 
Scorn thy Crook, and leave the Plain. 


Crowns I'll throw beneath thy Feet, 
Thou on Necks of Kings ſhall tread ; 
Joys in Circles, Joys ſhall meet, 
Which Way foe'er thy Fancy's led. 


Let not Toils of Empire fright, 
Toils ot Empire Pleaſures are; 

Thou ſhalt only know Delight, 
All the Joy but not the Care. 


Shepherd, if thou'lt yield the Prize, 
For the Bleſſings I beſtow ; 
Joyful I'll afcend the Skies, 
Hooppy thou fhalt reign below. 
D e 3 SONG 
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SonG XXXVIII. The Solitary, 


Low on, ye Winds, deſ.end ſoft Rains, 
To ſooth my tender Grief ; 
Your ſolemn Muſick lulls my Pains, 
And gives me ſhort Relief, 


In lane Corner would I fit 
— r 

Since Mirth, ner Show, nor ſparkling Wit, 
Can pleaſe my anxicus Mind. 


The Sun, wwh:ch makes all Nature gay, 
Torments my weary Eyes; 

And in dark Shades I ſpend the Day, 
Where Eccho ſleeping les, 


The ſparkling Stars, <vbich gayly ſhine, 
And glitt ring deck the Night, 

Are all ſuch cruel Foes of mine, 
T ficken at their Sight. 


Song XXXIX. The Mouſe-Trap. 


O all the ſimple Things we do 
To rub over a Wwhimſical Life, 
There's no one Folly is ſo true, 
As that very bad Bargain a Wife, 
We're juſt like a Mouſe in the Trap, 
Or Vermin caught in a Gin ; 
We ſweat, and fret, and try to eſcape, 
And curſe the ſad Hour we came in. 


I gam'd and drank, and play'd the Fool, 
And a thouſand mad Frolicks more ; 

I rov'd, and rang'd, deſpis'd all Rule, 
But I never was marricd before ; 

This was the worſt Plague could enſue, 
I'm mew'd in a ſmoaky Houſe ; 

I us'd to tope a Bottle or two, 
But now tis ſmall Beer with my Spou ſe. 


My 


S 
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My darling Freedom erown'd my Joys, 
And I never was vex'd in my Way: 
I now I croſs her Will, her Voice 

Makes my Lodging too hot for my Stay : 
Like a Fox that is hamper'd in vain, 

I fret out my Heart and Soul ; 
Walk'd to and fro the Length of my Chain, 

Then forc'd to creep into my Hole. 


Sonc XL. The Abbot of, &c. 


Cobler there was, and he liv'd in a Stall. 
Which jeru'd bim for Parleur, for Kitchen am. 
Ha. 


N Can in bis Pocket, nor Care in his Pate, 


Derry down, down, down, derry down. 


C-ntented he work'd, and be thought himſelf happy, 

If at Night he c:uld purchaſe a Fug of Breton Na 

Hou bed laugh then, and wwh:ſtle, and fing too m 
week , 

—— juſt to a Hair I have made bath Ends meer 
Derry, down, down, c. 


But Lewe, the Diſturber of High and of Lt, 
That ſhows at the Peaſant as cell as the Beau; 
He ſhot the poor Cobler quite through the Heart 
I wwiſh be had hit ſome more 1gnoble Part: 

Derry down, down, &c. 


Ie was from a Cellar this Archer did play, 

Where a buxom young Damſel continually lay; 

Her Eyes jhone ſo brio bt <vben ſhe r.ſe ev'ry Day, 

Tat ſhe ſhot the poor Cobler quite over the Way. 
Derry down, down, Cc. 


He ſung her Love Songs as be ſat at his Work, 
But jhe was as bard as a J-w or a Turk: 
Wherever be ſpake, ſhe would flaunce and er d beer, 
WFbich put the poor Cobler quite into Deſpair : 

Derry, down, down, Ex. 


--v 
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He tock up his Au that be bad in the World, 

And to make away with himſelf was reſolo d; 

Fe pierc d through bis Body inftead of the Sole 

So the Coblcr he dy d, and the Bell it did toll, 
Derry down, down, Cc. 


And now in Goed-Will I adviſe as a Friend, 

Al! Coblers take Marni by this Cobler's End: 

Ke p yur Hearts out of Love, for we find by what's pa 

Thot Love brings us all t1 an End at the 27 2, 
L erry down, down, Sc. 


Song XLI. WWhilf the Town, &c. 


Hil the Town's brimful of Folly, 
And runs gadding after Pally, 


Let us take a chearful Glaſs. 
Tell me, Damon, where's the Pleaſure, 
Of beſtowing Time and Treaſure, 

For to make one's Self an Ass? 
Tell me, &c. 


I am for Joys far leſs expenſive, 

Where the Pleaſures more extenſive, 
And from dull Attention free ; 

Where my Celia, o'er a Bottle, 

Can, when tir'd with am'rous Prattle, 
Sing Old Songs as well as the. 

Tell me, &c. 


Song XLII. I have been in Love, &c. 


Have been in Love, and in Debt, and in Drink, 
This many and many a Year : 
And theſe are three Plagues enough, I ſhould think, 
For one poor Mortal to bear. 
*T w-s Love made me fall into Drink, 
And Drink made me run into Debt; 
And tho” I have ſtruggled, and firuggled, and f rose, 
1 cannot get out of them yet. 


Ther: 5 
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There*s nothing but Money can cure me, 
And rid me of all my Pain; 
"Twill pay all my Debts, 
And remove all my Letts ; 
And my Miſtreſs, that cannot endure me, 
Will love me, and love me again : 
Then, then I'll fall to my loving and drinking again. 


So NO XLIII. Come follow, &c. 


One, felhew, follav me, 
A Te fairy Elves that be, 
4 Lil tripping ober the Green, 
Cine, fbi Mab your een 2 
Lad in Hand we'll dince arrund, 
Fr all this Place is Fairy Ground, 


| B ben Mortals are at Reſt, 

Ard ſnrarmg in their Neſt, 

1bcard, and uneſpy'd, 

| *[rau7h Key-holes zue do gli 7; 
Orer Tables, Stoch, and Shelves, 
Me trip it with our Fairy Elves. 
Ard :f the Houſe is foul, 
Leith Platter, Diſh, or B:wol, 
Us Stairs we nimbly creep, 
And find the Sluts aſleep ;; 
Then we pinch their Arms and Tbigbs 3 
None us hear, and none us ſpies. 
| Bt if the Houſe be ſaept, 
——_ Aud from Uncleanneſs kept, 
| e praiſe the Hauſebali Mid, 
And ſurely ſhe is paid; 
Every Night before we go, 
We drop a Teſter in ler Shoe. 
Then o'er a Muſhroom's Head 
Our Table-Clogb is ſpread ; 
A Grain of Rye, or Wheat, 
, The Diet that we eat ; 
Pearly Drops of Dew we drink, 
= & Acorn Cups, fill d to the Brink, 
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The Brains of Nightingales, 
With unfuous fat FA Snails, 
Beru en tw Ccciles fleny'd, 

Is Meat that's early chew'd, 

And Brains , Worms, and Marrow of Mice 
Do me a Feaſt that's wand rous nice, 


The Graſhopper, Gnat, and F. 

Serve 74 neff 'y : 18 
Grace ſaid, we dance a-wwhile, 

And ſe the Time beguile : 

But if the Moron doth hide ber Head, 
The Ghaw-Werm lizhts us bome to Led. 
O' Tops of Dewoy Graſs 8 
So nim wwe do pa s 

The yeung and tener Stalk 

Ne'er bends where wwe do wat; 

Tet in the Morn may be ſeen, 

Where we the Niget before bade been , 


So N XLIV. King John, Sc. 


HO bas e er been at Paris, muſt needs knoxy tHe 
_ Greve, 

The fatal Retreat of th' unfortunate Brave: 
Where Honour and Fuftice moſt odly contribute, 
J eaſe Heroes Pains by a Halter and Gibber. 

Derry down, down, hey derry down. 
There Death breaks the Shackles, wobich Force bad put on: 
And the Hangman compleats what the Fudge but be un - 
There the Squire of the Pad, and the Knight of the Po, 
Find their Pains no more balk'd, and their Hopes no more 

Derry, down, Sc. [ creft. 
Great Claims are there made, and great Secrets are known 3 
Ard the King and the Lato, and the Thief bas bis cn 
But my Hearers cry out, what a Duce dſt thou ail 
P.t W thy Reflections, and give us thy Tale, 

Deriy down, Sc. 
Nas there then, in civil Reſpett to harſh Laws, 
And fer want of falſe Witneſs to back a bad Cauſe, 
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A Norman, tho" late, was obliged to appear : 
„7 | 
Derry down, &c. 
The "Squire, whoſe good Grace was to open the Scene, 
Seem'd not in great Haſte, that the Show fhou'd begin : 
Now fitted the Halter, mu travers'd the Cart; 
And often took Leave, but was loath to depart, 
Derry down, Ec. 
M hot frightens you thus, ood Son the Pri 
— „ and} hoay Ag ad? * 
O Father ! my Scrrow will ſcarce fave my Bacon. 
For "twas not that I murder d, but that I was taken, 
Derry down, &c. 
. Prugh ? prothee ne'er trouble thy Head with ſuch Fancies ! 
| Rely en the Aid you fhall have from Saint Francis: 
| If the Maney yur s"d be brought to the Cheſt ; 
| Yu have only to die, bet the Church do the reſt, 
Derry down, &c. 
| And what will Folks ſay, if they ſee you afraid p 
It refl-ts upon me, as I knew not my Trade: 
2 | Courage, Friend; to-day is your Pericd of Sorrow ; 
And Things will go better, believe me, to-morrow. 
Derry down, Sc. 
T:-morrow ? our Hero reply d in a Fright : 
He that's — before Noon, ought to think of to-night. 


Tr. your Beads, quath the Prieſt, and be fairly truſi d up; 
T Fr — ſurely 46 zight ball in Paradije ſup. — 
= Derry down, Sc. 
2 Alas ! guoth the "Squire, hewe'er ſumptuous the Treat, 
re Parblue, I Hull bave little Stomach to eat : 
2 I /heuld therefore efteem it great Favour and Crace, 
173 - Wewi'd you be ſo hind, as to go in my Place, | 
m5 Derry down, &c. 


That I would, qurth the Father, and thank ye to bent; 

But our Actions, you know, with gur Duty muſt ſuit. 

The Feaſt, I pripii'd te you, I cann:t taſte : 

For thes Night, by our Orde 3; is mar for a Faſt, 
Derry down, Sc. 

0. 4 g Th-,. 
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Then turning abut ts the Hangman, he (a:d, 

Diſpatch me, I pray thee, this troubleſome Blade : 

For thy Cord and my Cord both equally tie, 

And we live by the Cold, for wh.ch otber Men de. 
Derry down, &c, 


Song XLV. The Old Man's IIIb. 


F I live to grow old, for I find I go down, 
Let this be my Fate: In a Country Town ; 

Let me have a warm Houſe, with a Stone at my Gate, 
And a cleanly young Girl to rub my Bald Pate ; 

May I govern my Paſſion with an abſolute Sc, 
And prow wiſer and better as my Strength wears oxvar, 

Without Geut er Stene by @ gentle Decay, by 4 grree 

Decay. 


In a Country Town by a murmuring Brook, 
With the Ocean at Diftance, wherein I may look, 
With a ſpacious Plain without Hedge or Stile, 
And an eaſy Pad Nag to ride out a Mile. 

May I govern, X 
With Hyrace and arch, and two or three more 
Of the beſt Wits that liv'd in the Ages before; 
With a Diſh of roaſt Mutton, not Ven'ſon nor Teal, 
And clean, tho' coarſe Linnen, at every Meal. 

May I govern, &c. 

With a Pudding on Sunday and ſtout humming Liquor, 
And Remnants of Latin to welcome the Vicar; 
With a hidden Reſerve of Purgundy Wine, 

To drink the King's Health as ott as I dine. 

May I govern, &c, 

When the Days are grown fort, and it freezes and ſnowss 
May I have a Coal Fire as high as my Note ; 

A Fire which cnce ſtirred up with a Prong, 

Will keep the Room temperate all the Night long. 

May I govern, &c, 

With a Courage undaunted, ray I face my laſt Pey, 
And when Im dcad, may the better Sort ſay, 


T, 


iT 


* 
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In the Morning when ſober, in the Evening when 


mellow, 


He's gone, and has left not behind him his Fellow; 

For he gevern'd bis Paſſion with an abſolute Sway, 
And grew wijer and better as his Strength wore au, 
Mithcut Gout or Stone, by a gentle Decay. 


Sonc XLVI. There was, &c. 


HE St:ne, that all Things turns at Will 


Jo Gold, the Chymiſt crawes ; 
But Gold, ww theut the Chymift”s Skill, 
Turns all Mer: into Knawves, 
And a cheating they will go, Fc. 


The Merchane 09H d the Courtier cheat, 


When e his Goods le lays 

Teo bigb a Price—but, faith he's bit, 
For a Cotter never pays, 

And a che2ting, Sc. 

The Lawyer, with a Face drmure, 
Hangs bim wwh3 ſteals your Pe; 

Becauſe the good Man can endure 
No Robber bat lune. 

And a cheating, &c. 

Retwwixt the Quack and Highwoyman, 
What D:ff* rence can there bu ® 


The” this with Piſtol, that with Pen, 


Both kill you for a Fee. 
And a ch ating, Ec. 


The Husband cheats bis loving Wife, 
Ard to a Miftreſs goes, 

While ſpe at home, to eaſe ber Life, 
Carcuſes with the Bear, 

And a cheating, Sc. | 

Tie Tenant dath the StewpErd nick, 
(So Lev this Art we find, 

The Stzxvard doth bis Lerdſbip trick, 
My Lord tricks all Mankind. 

And A cheating, Se. 


E e 
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Fer there ave » _ air Lor 
No cheating Arts do #4 2 . 

Aud thoſe are Parſons call d, Cad wwe, = 
And ſo I cheat you all, | 

And a cheating, &c. 


Sonc XLVII. Mad Tom. 


F% from my dark and diſmal Cell, 

Or from the deep Abyſs of Hell, 

Mad Tom is come to view the World again, 
To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd Brain : 


Fears and Cares oppreſs my Sonl ; 
Hark! how the angry Furies howl! 
Pluto laughs, and Proferpine is glad, 
To ſee por naked Tom of Bedlam mad. 


Through the World I wander Night and Day, 
To find my ſtraggling Senſes, 

In an angry Mood I met old Time, 

With his Pentateuch of Tenſes. 

When me he ſpies away he flies, 

For Time will ſtay for no Man; 

In vain with Cries I rend the Ski:, 

For Pity is not common. 


Cold and comfortleſs I be, 
Help, help, or elſe 1 die 
Hark! I hear Apollo's Term, 
The Carman ęins to whiſtle ; 
Chaſte Diana bends her Bow, 
And the Boar begins to briſtle. 


Come, Fulcan, with Tools and with Tackle; 
And knock off my troubleſome Shackle ; 

Bid Charles make ready his Wain, 

To bring me my Senſes again. 

Laft Night I heard the Dog-Star bark, 

Mars met Venus in the Dark ; 

Limping Vulcan heat an Iron-Bar, 

And furiouſly made at the God of War ; 


Aan 
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Mars with his Weapon laid about, 
Limping Vulcan had got the Gout ; 
His broad Horns did ſo hang in his Light, 
That he could not ſee to aim his Blows aright, 


Mercury, the nimbleſt Poſt of Heaven, 
Stood fill to ſee the Quarrel ; 

Gortel-belly'd Bacchus, Giant-like, 
Beſtrid a ſtrong Beer Barrel; 

To me he drank whole Buts, 

Until he burſt his Guts, 
But mine we're ne'er the wider, 

Poor Tom is very dry, 

A little Drink for Charity. 


Hark I hear Acton s Hounds, 
The Huntſman whoop and holioo ; 
Ringwocd, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman, 
All the Chaſe do follow. 


The Man in the Moon drinks Claret, 
Eats powder'd Beef, Turnip, and Carrot, 
But a Cup of Malaga Sack 

Will fre the Buſh at his Back. 


SoNG XLVIII. Pretty Miſtreſs. 


Kirn I m no Peet, my Song it will ſhew it, 
1 My Se rretu it flows like a Spring ; 
Alths' you may ſhame me, toe World cannot blame me, 
Why I thus dolefully fing. 
My Loſs it is great, and eb a Defeat, 
No Mortal had ever before ; 
She bad every Feature, a feveet pretty Creature; 
And what can Man ſay any more ? 
And what can Man, Ec. 


Her Lips they wvere of a true Coventry blue, 
Her Hair of a fine Bow Dye; 
Her Stature was low, but her Noſe wvas not ſo, 
It 2vas moſt delicate high : 
E e 2 Her 
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Her npper Lip thin, which fairly turn'd m, 
Her Teeth vas as black as a Coal; 

Her under fend out, to recetue from her Snout, 
The Drotpings that fell from each Hole. 
The Droppings, &c. 


Ny Needle r Pin were more ſharp than her Chin, 
Wioich ber Noſe did ma lovingly mcet, 

Lis Filer and Br:ther, they kiſſed each other ; 
Ir xvas a great Pleaſere to jee't. 

No Globe could be feund jo perjcttly round, 
As ler Back un to all that did mind ler; 

To give her Due, ber Head turn d like a Screw, 
To ſtudy the G':be beb:nd Fer, 
To ſtudy, Oc. 


The” ſome Teeth ſhe wanted, the reſt wur tuell planted, 


"Cauſe Nature ſhould ſhow no Neglect; 
What in ore ſhe deny" d, ſhe in t other ſupply'd, 
Becauſe there hu be m Defett. 
Tit common, yo know, Teeth Rand in a Rove, 
The beft ana the neweſt May; 
Yet, wurthout doubt, ber's flands in and out, 
As if they'd been dancing the Hoy, 
As if they'd, Cc. 


Her Breath flrang, one Leg ſhirt, C etter long, 
To make up her perfect Shae ; 

Her Cheeks vere like Lent, when "tis almoſt fene, 
Sbe bad a delicate Face like an Ape; 

Her Sin might be takin fer a Gammon of Bacen, 
Her Breafts like a Tre:cher fo flat; 


She had a. fine Muth, cubich jtcod North and South; 


Ob! ge d delicate Eyes like a Cat, 
Oh! ſhe'd, Ce. 


Nero I think it mect tn talk of ter Feet, 
P7 tell you E2W f ne they were made 7 

If you'll believe me, I wil! net deceive ye, 
They vere the true Shape of a Spade : 

So broad, and ſo flat, that when jhe did pa!, 
So good a Guard ſhe did leg, 


Wb 
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Wb 


With her Legs high and low, that ben ſbe did go; 
Yuu'd ſwear ſhe'd been playing Bo-peep, * 
You'd ſwear, &c, 

But this long Narration breeds ſuch Moleftation , 
Within. my unfortunate Breaſt, 

T'/! now give it o'er, and ſo no more, 

But leave you to gueſs at the reſt, 

Search the Morid round, no ſuch can be found, 
So well ſhe pleaſed my Fancy; 

I ſhall pine all my Life, for « 4 Loſs of my Wiſe, 
And there's an End of poor Nancy, 

And there, &c. 


Song XLIX. MI the World's, &c. 


LL the World's in Strife and Hurry, 
And the Lord knows when twill craſe; 
Some for Intereſt, ſome for Glory, 
Tho” their Tongues run all of Peace: 
Since the high Church then and low, 
Make our daily Miſchiefs grow, 
And the Great who fit at the Helm in doubt, 
Are not ſure, how quickly they may turn out: 
How blefs'd is the happy he, 
Who from Town, _ the Faction that is there, 79 
3 
For Love, and no ill Ends, 
Treats his Neighbours and his Friends ? 
He ſhall ever, in the Book of Fame, 
Fix with Honour a glorious Name, 


He that was the high Purſe Bearer, 
At his Levee no Crowds you fee ; 

He, that was the grand Cauſe- Hearer, 
Now no longer makes Decree : 

Nay, to prove her wavering Evil, 

And that Fortune is the Devil ; 

The Hero leading our Armies abroad, 

Whom they late did celebrate like a God, 


Ee 3 Scarce 


Scarce has any to drink his Health, 

If a Friend does not kindly put it round by Stealth: 
A Whig is out of Grace, 
And a Tory in his Place: 

Riddles alt, and ſcmething is amis, 

VW kat 2 whimſical World is this! 


SonG L. Dll fing you a Song, &c. 


Fx ſing you 2 Song was never in Print, 

Tis newly and truly come out of the Mint, 

And T'll tell you before-hand, you'll find nothing lu't. 
Tol, bl, &c. | 


» Tis nothing T think, *tis nothing I write, 
Tis nothing I court, tis nothing I flight, 
And I don't care a Pin if 1 get nothing by t. 

Tol, ll, &c. 


Fire, Air, Earth, and Water, Birds, Beaſts, Fiſh, and 
Men Ky 
Did ſtart out of nothing, a Chaos, a Den, 
And all Things muſt turn to nothing again, 
To, lol, &r. 


The Lad that makes Love to a delicate ſmooth Thing 
And hopes to obtain her by Sighing and Soothing, 
Moft frequently makes much ado about Nothing, 
Tol, lol, &c. ä 
Put ſoon as his Patience and Purſe are decay J, 
He may to the Arms of a Whore be betrry'd, 
For ſhe that has No-thing muſt needs be a Naz. 
Tel, lol, &c. 


*Tis Nothing makes many Things often- times hit 
As when Fools amongſt wiſe Men do filently fit, 
The Fool that ſys nothing may paſs for a Wit. 

Tol, lol, &c. 
When firſt by the Ears we together did fall, 
Then Something got Nothing, and Nothing got all, 
From Nothing we came, and to Nothipg we fall, 


1 t. 


and 


ing, 


all, 


— 
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If any Man tax. me with Weakneſs of Wit, 
And fays, that on Nothing I nothing have writ, 
I ſhall anſwer. Ex xibile nibil fit. 
Tol, lel, &e. 


But let his Diſcretion he never ſo tall, 
This very Wor.) Nothing may give him a Fall, 
For in writing of i» othing I comprehend all. 
Tal, il, 8&c. 
So let every Maa give to the Poet his Due, 
For then twas with; him, as "tis now with you, 
He wrote it when that he had nothing to do. 
Tal, lal, &c. 
This very Word Nothing, if took the right Way, 
May be of Advantage, for what will you ſay, 


When the Landlord ke tells you there's nothing to pay ? 
Tcl, lol, &e. | 


Soxc LI. I am in Truth, &c. 


Am m Truth 
A Country Youth, 

Liu London Faſhions ; 
De Virtue guides, 

Art ftill preſides 

G*-» all my Steps and Paſſions, 
No courtly Leer, 

But all ſinrere, 

Ao Brihe ſhall ever blind me; 
If you cm it he 
A Yorkihire Tike , 

Av. honeft Man you'!l find me. 
Thy” Ervy's Tongue, 
With Slander bung, 

Dzes oft bely our Country; 

o Men on Earth 
Boaſt greater Wirth, 

Or mcre extend their Bounty, 

Our Northern Breeze 


With us agrees, 


And does for Buſineſs fit us ;; 
In 7 4 r 
In Love's Aﬀairs, 
With Honour wve acquit us, 
A noble Mind 
Is ne er confin'd 
To any Shire or Nation; 
He gains moſt Praiſe, 
Who beft diſplays 
A genercus Education; 
While Ranccur rolls 
In narrow Souls, 
By narrow Views diſcerning ; 
The truly Wije 
Will only prize 
Good Manners, Senſe, and Liarmug. 


Song LI. The Vorm. 


OW much, egregious More are we 
Deceiv'd by Shews and Forms 
Whate'er we think, whate'er we ſee, 
All human Kind are Worms, 


Man is a very Worm by Birth, 
Vile Reptile, weak, and vain ; 
A While he crawls upon the Earth, 

Then ſhrinks to Earth again. 


That Woman is a Worm we find, 
E'er fince our Grandame's Evil; 

She firſt convers'd with her own Kind, 

That ancient Worm the Devil. 

The Learn'd themſelves we Book- Worms name; 
The Blockhead is 'a Slow-Worm ; 

The Nymph, whoſe Tail is all on Flame, 
Is apily term'd a Glow- Worm. 

The Fops are painted Butter- Flies, 
That flutter tor a Day ; 

Fir from a Worm they take their Riſe, 

T hen in a Worm decay, 
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The Flatterer an Earwig grows ; 
Some Worms ſuit all Conditions 


Miſers are Muck-Worms ; Silk-Worms Beans, 
And Death- Watches Phyſicians. 


That Stateſmen have the Worm, is ſ:en 
By all their winding Play ; 

Their Conſcience is a Worm within, 
That gnaws them Night and Day. 

Ah More, thy Skill were well employ d, 
And greater Gain wculd rite, 

If thou could' ſt make the Courtier void 
The Worm that never dics. 


O learned Friend of Abchurch /ane, 
Who ſet'ſt our Entrails free! 
Vain is thy Art, thy Powder vain, 
Since Worms ſhall cat e en thee ! 
Our Fate thou only canſt adjourn 
Some few ſhort Years, no more 
Ev'n Buttons Wits to Worms ſhall turn, 
Who Maggots were before. 


SonG LIII. How pleaſant, &c. 


OW pleaſant a Sailor's Life pa es, 
Who roams o'er the watery Main! 
No Trealure he ever amaſſes, 
But chearſully (pends all bis Gain. 
Were Strangers e Party and Faction, 
To Hencur and tne true, 
And would not commit a baſe Action, 
Fur Power er Profit in View, 
Chor, Then why ſhould we quarrel for Riches, 
Or any ſuch glittering Toys? 
A light Heart and a thin Pair of Breeches 
Goes thorough the World, brave Boys, 
'The World is a beautiful! Garden, 
Errich'd with the Bleſſings of Life, 
The Toiler wwith Plenty rewarding, 
Which Plenty too often breeds Strife. 
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When terrible Tempeſts aſſail us, 
And mountainous Billows affright, 

No Grandeur or Wealth can avail us. 

But :kilful Induſtry fteers right, 

Chor. Then why thould, Sc. 


The Courtier's more ſubject i Dan erz. 
Ma rules at the Helm of the Stat 
Than ve, that, to Politiiks Strangers. 
Eſcape the Snares laid for the Great , 
The warivus Bleſſings of Nature, 
In variaus Nations we try, 
No Mortals than us can be greater, 
Who merrily live till we dit. 
Chor. Then why ſhould, Sc. 


SoncG LIV. love thee, by Heu- 
den, &c. 


O Glory I covet, no Riches I want, 
Ambition is nothing to me 
The one Thing I beg of kind Heaven to grant, 
Is a Mind independent and free. 


With Paſſions unruffled, untainted with Pride, 
By Reaſon my Life let me ſquare ; 

The Wants of my Nature are cheaply ſupply'e, 
And the reſt is but Fclly and Care. 


The Bleſſings which Providence freely has lent, 
I'll juſtiy and gratefully prize; 

Whilſt ſweet Meditations, and chearſul Content, 

+ Shall make me both healthful and wiſe. 


In the Pleaſures the great Man's Poſſeſſions diſplay, 
Unenvy'd I'll challenge my Part; 

For ev'ry fair Object, my Eyes can ſurvey, 
Contributes to gladden my Heart. 

How vainly, through infinite Troubles and Strife, 
The many their Labours employ ! 

Since ++ that is truly delightful in Life, 

Is what all, if will, may emjoy. 

» if they will, may emjoy SONG 


81 


4 


( 323 ) 


SonG LV. Some hoiſt up, &c. 


OME hoiſt up Fortune to the Skies, 
8 Others debaſe her to a Bubble : 
I not her Frowns nor Favours prize, 
Nor think the Changling worth my Trouble. 
If at my Door ſhe chance to light, 
I civilly my Gueſt receive: 
T he Viſit paid, I bid good Night; 
Nor murmur when ſhe takes her Leave. 
Tho" proſperous Gales my Canvas crowd, 
Tho' ſmonth the Waves, ſerene the Sky, 
I truſt not Calms, they Storms ſorebode, 
And ſpeak th' approaching Tempeſt nigh. 
Then, Virtue, to the Helm repair, 
Thou, Innocence, ſhall guide the Oar ; 
Now rage ye Winds, Storms rend the Air, 
My Barque, thus mann'd, ſhall gain the Shore, 


Sowe LVI. Slow Men of London. 


Here zvere three Lads in our Town, 
[ Slow Men of London 

e courted a Widow was benny and brown, 
And yet they leſt ber undone. ' 

They went to work without therr Tools, 
Sto Men -f London ! 

"The M ſideau ſhe ſent them away like Fools, 
Beear:je thry loft ber undone, 

They often tified this Widen" s Cheer ; 
Sizvu Mn London 

But yer the Nido was never the near, 


Fer ftill they lift her undene, 


Bl:wv ye Winds ; ard come devor, Rau: 
Slo Men of London ! 

N never ſhall wwo2 tis Miu to agar, 
Becauſe they lf? her undone, 


$ONG 
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Sono LVII. When the bright, &c. 


Y Maſters, give ear, 
And a Story you'll hear, 
Of a fine Raree-Show, and a Garter; 
Ne'er was ſeen ſuch a Sight, 
Since Tom Thumb was a Knight, 
In the Days of our noble King Arti, 


When King Gerrpe was abrcad, 
*T was a Seaſon thought good, 
To ſhew us King Robin in Glory ; 
With his Squites in a Row, 
And his Knights two and rwo, 
All as gallant as Sir J br Dory, 


Ev'n Baronets here 
Humble "Squires did appear, 
And Members were proud of the Station 
And who would not be Rill 
For the Civil-Liſt Bill. 
To have a Place in the ſham Coronation , 


They all walk'd, for their Prince 
Did with Riding diſpenſe, 
And with Bathing a troubleſome Right—3 
Cauſe he knew '"twas in vain, 
They cou'd ne'er be waſh'd clean, 
Any more than a Black- a- moor white—a, 


In the Abbey that Day, 
Men did all Things but pray: 
There was Ale, Wine, and Gin for the Rabble ; 
Such Doings unclean, 
In a Church, ne'er were ſeen, 
Since the Days that old Pau/”s was a Stable, 


In the Iſles, if you pleaſe, 
You your Bodies might eaſe, 

By the ſuff ring, at leaſt of your Betters. 
O Stanhope ! hadſt thou 
Been alive but till now, 


To have ſeen a Jakes made of St. Peter's 


| ODS 
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An odd Way they all took, - 
Thro' a blind crooked Nook, 
C. Ia the Church, for their Robes to be ſeen · 33 
But then Scaffolds had they, 
| To direct them the Way, 
Where they ſeldom or never had been---2, 
After this they all took 
An odd Oath with the Book, 
In the Days of old Popery known---a ; 
To be true all their Lives, 
To all Women but Wives, 
To all Ladies, excepting their own---2. 
Which Oath, if they broke, 
Then their Sovereign's Cook 
Was to hack off the Spurs of each Don--a ; 
But twas much if he cou'd, 
| For his Eyes muſt be good, 
To diſcern that they had any 0n---a. 
Then this being done, 
To their Dinner they run, 
With Stomachs ſo ſharp and ſo keen---a ; 
Without Grace they fall to, 
As they uſed to do ; 
Ne'er minding their Chaplain, the Dean -a. 
To the Cloſing of all, 
They at Night had a Ball, 
Where their Damſels were dreſs'd to receive em: 
What farther was dene, 
Will be better unknown ; 
For tis decent that here we ſhauld leave em. 


Sono LVIII. Greenwood-Tree. 


OT Eden's Garden did diſdain 
That pleafing Paſſion Lowe ; 
Where free from Guilt, and &v'ry Pain, 
Adam did gayly re. 
Ner Tides of Furies raging Fires, 
That follow 4 twanton Ceaſe 
F 


4 — 
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Meer Wapours rats'd by hu Deſires, 
That vaniſh with Dif: race. | 
Huw [mer of may I meet the Flame | 
of Cynt 14 . rer Brea. | 
1 F:-mdfbip makes ws fill the ſame, BY 
With a ry Virt e Arcen 
Her Md ut Fr a Congieft made, 
Her er 1:-f.1 Mind I muff approve ; ; 
Hor Wi tm chearful ftill appear'd, 
Ard juſeiſy'd my Love. 


—— — — 
E 


Truſt nt to Features, flezting Charms, 
Ner lung a painted Ty; 

Tl. Ae er Si dress ſoon diſarms, ] 
IWarm Air uiii this d fry. 5 


Le- tender Paſf rs take their Turn, 
And V;-tu*s lead the Way 3 


„di are match d, thry ſeldom mourr., 
Nor cat the Marriage Day. 


Sore LIX. Go vind the Vicar, &c. 


O vind the Vicar of T:. . Dear, 
And hell tell von the Born wh Ar ked; 


A good v+t Capen be had vor « Pan, 7 
And! at it home in 1 B. ker: 
Ard on a Friday Night, I was by right. 
T-: hare prov d if "the was a Maice" : 4 
And now the is run with' a Soldier to Toy: ; 
- Foy 4. dom, dry 4j m, C ven: 


Hegden, duden, cuudſen, Ion; 


3 
S: a> cated, MT, 2 add:. B 
My Mother the zvld Rar blu: (I:: me. S. 
Anda dainty Brood of 3 ders. He 


Then bought herſelt 4 Canvañ 5 e, 
And rack d it up in the Kitchen, 
And ſhe bought me a Cambrick Bau! 1 


With a Bumkin Pair of Breecnes, | S7 
Not thinking but Tea" 

Would have made me ber own * 
But faith ſhe'd have none of thoſe Vetta. Ar 


Heydicaom, deyd!:dom, can, &.. 14 


14 
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Tul take a Hatchet and hang my gell, 
Befure I'll endure theſe Loſſes: 
Or elſe a Rope in a doletome Well, 
For I never cn bent theſe Croſſes 
Or 1 will go to tome Beacon high, 
For i vaith I am wetly woden, 
And throw my zelt down, her Kindnefs to tey. 
Heydledom, deyd. dom, & c. 
If ſhe can think tis 2 better Trade, 
This ſhooting of Guns, and flaſhing ; 
She"il find hericl but a fimplte Jade, 
For there's re to be get by uneſhing: 
T ne'er ſkall beg with ut a Leg. 
Nor Ocraſten have vor a wooden; 
Nor 1 Cripple become 
By vollowing a rum. 
Heli dow, deyd.. dam, Cod ior, 
fi- aon, dud tow, cudder., Lem : 


, n * * A of 
Sung EepdVecuom, digdlevom, ciwden. 


Soxc LX. Ie Commons, &Cc. 
AIR Venus, they ſay, 
On a ra:ny black Day, 
Thus ſent her Ci Cupid a packing : 
Get thee gone from my Deer, 
Like a Son of a Where, 
And elſewhere fland bouncing and cracking, 
To t I! the plain Truth, 
Our little blind Yo th, 
Beat the Herf' a long cobile up and down, Sir; 
Till all Da ders a, 
By ; cud Fortune at laſt, 
He ſtumbled into a great Town, Sir, 
Then ftrart to himſelf 
Cries this tiny fly E, 
Since Ben ging brings little Relief, Sir, 
A Trace H. commence 
That ſhall bring in the Pence, 
Ard trait be ſic up fer a Thief, Sir. 
CY 
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Ae Play-Houſe and Kirk, 

Where be lily did lurk, 

He flole Hearts both from — and cold Perfle ; 
on 


Till at laſt, ſays 
He bad like 74 1 


On a Gallows as high as a « Steeple, 


Then with Arrows and Bow | 
He a Soldier go, 

Hnd ſtrait be ſhot Folks without Warning ; | 
He thought it m Sin, 
When bis Hand was once in, 

To kill you bis Hundred a Morning, 


When be ſcund that be made 
Little Gain by bis Trade, 
What does our fly graceleſs Blinker ? 
But ftrait . d bis Note, 
As well as bis Coat, 
Hind be needs muſt paſs for a Tinker. 
Have __ W to mend ? 
Come, I' be your Friend, 
Or elje I expett not a Farthi 
2 The e re burnt to a Coat, 
Tu foon make e m Twwbole ; 
And, Maids, is not this a fair Bargain F 


But, Maids, have a Care, 
Of this Ti — beware, 
Shun the Rogue, tho" be ſets ſuch a Face ont; 
Where be flops up one Hale, b 
Tis true, by my Soul, 
Hell at leaft a Score in the Place on't. 


Soto LXI. Happy is a Country Life. 


Appy is a Country Life, 
Bleſs'd with Content, good Health and Eaſe, 
Free from Factions. Noiſe, and Strife, 
We only plot ourſelves to pleaſe ; 
Peace of Mind our Days delight, 
And Love our welcome Dreams at Night. 


Hal 


27 „ 4 wad "oy 
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Hall green Felds and ſha'y Woods ! 
Hail Springs n Streims, that ſtill run pure! 
Nature s uncorrupted Go ds, 
W here Virtue only dwells ſecure: 
Free from Vice, and irce from Care, 
Age has no Pain, nor Youth a Snare, 


Song LXII. *Twas within a Furlong. 


N Pimps and Politicians, 
The Genins is the fame ; 

Both raiſe their on Conditions 

On o hers Guilt and Shame. 
With a Tongu- well tipt with Lies, 
Each the Want of Parts Supplies, 
And with a Heart that's all Diſguiſe, 

K-eps his Scheraes unknowa. 
Seducing as the D-vil, 

They play the Tempcer' s Part, 
And have, when moit they're civil, 

Moſt M:ichi-ft in their Heart. 
Each a fecret Commerce drives, 
Firſt corrupts, and then c-nnives, 
And by his Neighbours V.ces thrives, 

For they ate all his own. 


Sox LXIII. A Soldier and a Sailor. 


Sclater and a Sailor, 
Tinter and a Tayla- 
Had once a doubtful Str; 2, 8 Sir, 
To male a Maid a Wife, Sir, 
Mbec Neme 2:45 buxom Joan, 
Ahe e Nome was buxom ſoan. , 
For nw toe Tyre vas ended, 
When ſi: no mere i tended 
To lick her Lo ps at Man, Sir, 
Ard lc e XN: dees alone. : 


The Sc Aer zocre like Thunder, 
He lou'd ter mee than ee : 


F f 3 Ant 


== 


—— 
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And ſpbewed her many a Scar, 5: 85 
WP bib be had bro: ug ht from far, Ste, 
uo fo ting fer her Saks 
200 Tay!» thought to pleaſe her. 
off ring bor bo Meaſure ; 
yd Tinker tos, with Meral, 
Said be would mend her Kettle, 
And flop up er Leal. 
But while theſe three ww: re prating 
Te Sailor Y waiting, 
Thought if it came ab:ut, Sir, 
That they ſhould all fall : aur, Sir, 
He then might ploy b:s Part : 
And juf een as be meant, Sir, 
To Leogger-Heads they went, Sir, 
Jad then be ler fly at ber, 
And ſpot 'rwixt Wind and Mate. 


Weich wen thts fair Maid': 2 47 k. 


Song LXIV. Come hither, 


OME hither my Country Squire, 
Take friendly Inſtructions from me ; 


The Lords ſhall admire 
Thy Taſte in Attire, 


The Ladies ſhall languiſh for thee. 
Such Flaunting, Gallantirg, and Jaart 


And F rolic bing thou ſhalt ſee, 

Thou ne er like a Con 

Sbalt quit London's fevoct Tutor, 
To live in thy own Country. 


A Skimming-difh Hat provide, 
With little more Brim than Lace: 
Nine Hairs on a Side, 
To a Pigtail ty d, 
Will ſet off thy jolly broad Face, 
Such Flaunting, &c. 


&«. 


Co 


0. 


Co 
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Go get the Footman's Frock, 
A Cudgel quite up to thy Noſe ; 
Then frize like a Shock, 
And plaiſter thy Block, 
And buckle thy Shoes at thy Toes, 
Such Flaunting, &c. 


A Brace of Ladies fair 
To pleafure thee hall ftrive ; 
In a Chaiſe and a Pair, 
They ſhall take the Air, 
And thou on the Box ſhalt drive. 
Such Flaurting, &c. 


Convert thy Acres to Caſh, 

And ſaw thy Timber down; 
Who'd keep ſuch Traih, 
And not cut a Flaſh, 


Or enjoy the Delights of the Town ? 
Such Flaunting, &c. 


Song LXV. Sweet are the, &c. 


. HY ſbeuld we that Ambition call, 
To get at Court a ſervile Place 
N here to pleaſe one, we flatter all, 
Ard muſt gain Honour by Diſgrace 
Mere for our Pleaſure and our Eaſe, 
WF: juff-r Pain and Wearineſs. 
Where all Things zwe muſt ſay or do, 
Which fartheſt are from Mind or Hear: ; 
Seil l thoſe, who run from us, purſue, 
Aud, to gain Truſt, with Virtue part; 
Where ⁊ue, ourſelves more high to raiſe, 


Our Faith and Honcur muſt deba ſe. 


Where wve muſt ſay as great Fools ſay, 
Do what great Knawes will have us da, 
That ve for Wits with Coxcombs may, 
With Fools for Politicians go; 
To gain Court- Favour there, and Praiſe, 


With all the Warld beſides Diſg race. 
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Where woe muſt flatter bim wwe hate, 

Or what is worſe, him we deſpiſe : 
To broken Slumber; lit dywun [ate, 

And early to proud Levees riſe ; 
Muſt paſs our Yeuth in real Pain, 
Fer Eaſe in Age to bepe in vain, 
Where wwe muſt change Day into Night, 

Night into Day, at others Wj;l! 3 
Muſt t1ke Diſguſts to gi Dt. 

Ard ligt gend Men te honour ill - 
Make many Fees, nay be cur con, ö 
To gain a Friend where there is nene. 


Sox LXVI. Children in bell od, &c. 


N /* Y Paſſion is as Muſtard ſtrong, 
It all fober fad, 
Drunk as a Piper ell Day long, 

Or likes a March Hare mad. 


Round 2s a Hoop the Bumpers flow. 
I drink yet can't forget her: 

For thu? as drunk as David's Sow, 
[ love her ſtill the better. 


Pert as Pear-monger I would be, 
If Molly were but kind, 

Cool as Cucumber would I fee 
The reſt of Womarkind, 

Like a fluck Pig I goping fare, 
And eye her o'er and o'er, 

Lean 2s a Rake with Sighs and Cares, 
Sleck as a Mouſe before. 


Plump as a Partridge I was known, 
And ſoft as Silk my Skin, 
My Checks as fit as Butter grown, 
But as a Groat now thin. 
1 melancholy as a Car, 
Am kert awake to weep 
Bu* ſhe inſenſible of tha, 
Sound as a Top can flrep, Herd 


rd 
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Hard is her Heart, as Flint or Stone, 
She laughs to ſee me pale ; | 
And merry as a Grig is grown, 
And brisk as bottled Ale. 


The God of Love, at her Approach 
Is buſy as a Bee ; a 

Hearts ſound as any Bell or Roach, 
Are ſmit, and ſigh like me. 


Ah me! as thick as Hops or Hail, 
The fine Men crowd about her; 

But ſoun as dead as a Door Nail 
Shall I be, if without her. 


Straight as my Leg her Shape appears, 
Oh! were we join'd together, 

My Heart would ſoon be free from Cares, 
And lighter than a Feather, 


As fine as Five-pence is her Mein, 
No Drum was ever tighter ; 

Her Glance is as a Razor keen, 
And not the Sun is brighter. 


As ſoft as Pap her Kiſſes are, 
Methinks 1 feel them yet; 
Brown as a Berry is her Hair, 
Her Eyes as black at Jet. 


As ſmooth as Glaſs, as witite as Curds, 
Her pretty Hand invites, 

Sharp as a Needle are her Words, 
Her Wit like Pepper bites. 


Brisk as a Body-Louſe the trips, 
Clean as a Penny dreft, 

Sweet as a Roſe her Face and Lips, 
Round as a Globe her Breaſt. 


Full as an Egg was I with Glee, 
And happy as a King ; 

Good lack ; how all Men envy'd me! 
She lov's like any Thing. 
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But falſe as Hell, ſhe like the Wins 
Chang'd, as her Sex moſt do, 

Tho' ſeeming as the Turtle kind, 
And as the Goſpel true, 


If I and M:!ly could agree, 
Let who will take Peru, 

Creat as an Emp'ror I ſhould be, 
And richer than a Fe, 


Till ycu grew tender as a Chick, 
I'm dull as any Poſt, 

Let us like Burrs together flick, 
As warm as any Toaſt. 


You'll know me truer than a Die. 
And with me better ſped, 

Flat as a Flounder when I lie, 
And as a Herring dead, 


Sure as a Gun ſhe'll drop a Tezr, 
And ſigh, perhaps, and with, 

When I'm as rotten as à Pear, 
And mute as any Fiſh. 


Sono LXVII. That all Men, &c. 


Hat all Men are Beggars, vue plainly may ſee, 
For Beggars there are of ev'ry Degree, 
Tro none are ſo bleſs'd er ſo happy as we, 
Which No-body can deny, deny, which No-body can 
deny. 


The Tradeſman he begs that Eis Wares you wv2uld buy, 

Then begs you'd believe the Price is not bigh, 

And fſwrars tis bis Trade, when be tells you a Lye, 
Which No-body can deny, c. 

The Larvycr be begs that you'd give bim a Fee, 

Tho* be reads not your Brief nor regards not your Plea, 


But adviſes your Fee heww to get a Decree, 


Which No-body can deny, &c. * 
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Ti» Crurtier be begs for a Penſfen er Place, 
A Ribbon or Title, or Smile from his Grace, 
"Tir due to bis Merit, tit writ in his Face, 
Which No-body can deny, &c. 
Rt if by Map. he ſeculd chance to pet nee, 
Ile hogs you'd believe that the Nation's uniinre ;; 
There's but ene honeſt Man, and bimſelf is that ene, 
Which Nu-body dare deny, De. 
Tre fair one who labeurt mobile Marringi at Home, 
New Charms to create ana much at t to conſume, 
Tit begs you'd believe tis ber natur il blow, | 
Which Nobody ſhou'd deny, c. 
The Ccurtier be begs the dear Nympb to comply, 
She begs led begone. yet <uith lancuiſbing F ye, | 
Still begs he 200 /d ſlay, Hr a Maid fhe can't die, 
Wh.ch non- but a Fol would deny, Sc. 


Sow LXVIII. Amongſt the, &c. 


\ Mon: the pure Ones all, 
# Wo Confcience do pre feſs ; . 
And yet that Sort of Conſc:ence 
Do practiſe nothing I-1s : { 
mean the Sect of thoſe ele, 
"That loath to Eve by Merit; 
bad their Lives with other Men's Wives, 
According unto the Spirit. 

One met with a holy Sifter of ours, 
A Saint who dearly lov'd him: 
Ang fain he would have k iſs'd ber, 
Hecauſe the Spirit mov'd him: 

Dit ſh- deny d, and he reply d, 
Won'te damn'd unleſs you do it; 

Therefoe conſent, do not repent, 
Fot tlie Spirit doth move me to it. 

She not willing to offend, poor Soul, 
Vielded unto his Motion; 

Ard what theſe two did intend, 
Wie out of pure Devotion: 
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To lie with a Friend and a Brother, 

She thought the ſhould die no Sinner; 
But cer five Months were paſt, 

The Spirit was quick within her. 


But what will the Wicked ſay, 
When they ſhall hear this Rumour ? 
They'll laugh at us every Day, 
And ſcoff us in every Corner : 
Let em do ſo till, if that they will, 
We mean not to follow their Faſhion, 
They're none of our Sect, nor of the Elect, 
Nor none of our Congregation, 


But when the Time was come, 
That the was to be laid; 
It was no very great Crime, 
Committed by her they faid : 
Cauſe they did know, and the did ſhew, 
'T was done by a Friend and a Brother; 
But a very great Sin, they ſaid it had been, 
If it had been done by another. 


Soxc LXIX. Cold and raw, &c. 


F any Wench Venus Girdle zuear, 
Te ſhe be ne er ſo ugly; 

Lillies and Roſes wwill quickly appear, 

And ber Face — rvondreus ſmug ly. 
7 the left ſo ft but a Cord, 

Rope], charm wok < a Zone 11) 

me Fad in tis Cart bath the Air of a Lord, 

And we cry there dies an Adonis. 


SonG LXX. Of all the fimple, Kc. 


Maid is like the golden Ore, , 
Which hath Guineas intrinfical in't, 
Whoſe Worth is never known before 
"Tis zry'd and impreſs d in the Mint. 


TC 
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A Witc's hi;e a Guinea of Gold, 
$:amp'd with the Name of her Spouſe ; 
Now here, now there; is bought, or is fold ; 
Aad is current in every Houſe, 


Sor LXXI. Genius of England. 


Ewa of England, from thy pleaſant Buw'r of 
B:'js, 
Ariſz, and ſpread thy ſacred Wings ; 
Guand: guard from Foes the Britith State, 
Tau, ut coboſe Smiles does ua:? 
To unrertain happy Fate of Monarchies and Mt. 
Then fal xu, rome Boys, then fellzw, brave Bit, t: the 
* 
Fer, u, fllau, feilnw, fellow, follno, 
Fu, 15 Le do, Fla, brave Foys, to the W. art ; 
F.iljzw, fill, flv, brave Boys, ta the Wars ;; 
Tre Laurel) 5 4noae"'s the Prize, 
The La: nd; v knows the Prize : 
% „ brings Toi: the nohleſt. the nobleſt, 
Jie * Scars, Lows fineſt in Celia's Eyes ; 
Ther ſocks F the fl:thful Eaſe, 
Z. : Gi.ry, {it Ghry, let Ghry :nſpire your Hearts , 
Remember a Soldier in War and in Pence, 
Neem bor u Sclticr in War, in War ard in Peace, 
[: the +5. of all cther Arts: 
Romenber a Soldeer in V ar, and 1n Peace, 
Ferch @ Sz im Mur, in Var and :n Peace, 
fs te nab of all aber Arts, 


Soxa LXXII. The Heu of Life. 


HE Wheel -r Lite 
Is quick ly turning rounds 
And nothing in this World 
Or Certainty is found : 
The Midwite wheels us in, 
Andy Death wheels us out : 
Coo lack t gend lack! 
Heu Thi; zte wheel d a bez: 
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Some ſew aloft 

On Fortune s Wheel do go, 
And as they mount up high, 

The others tumble low ; 
In this we all agree, 

That Fate at firſt did will, 
That this great Wheel 

Should never once ſtand ſtill. 
The Courtier turns 

To gaia his private Ends, 
Till he's fo giddy grown, 

He quite forgets his Friends; 
Proſperity oft-times 

Deceives the proud and vain, 
And wheels fo faſt, 

It turns them out again. 


Some turn to this, 

To that, and every way, 
And cheat, and ſcrape, for what 

Can't purchaſe one poor Day; 
But this is far below 

The generous hearted Man, 
Who lives and makes 

The moſt of Life he can. 


And thus we're wheel'd 
About in Life's ſhort Farce, 
* Till at lat we're wheel'd 
Off in a rumbling Hearſe : 
The Midwife wheels us in, 
And Death wheels us out : 
Geed lack ! good lack ! 
How wwe are wobcel'd about. 


Som LXXIII. No more, Sir, &c. 


O more, Sir, no more, I'll e'en give it cer, 
I ſee it ts all but a Cheat ; 


Tour of w:ifhing Eyes, your Vows and your Lye, 


ich thus you ſo often repear. 


"Ta 


T. 
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V you are to blame, clarm: 
5 fly a _ Severe 
But Lovers, , a . 
And bring fs > r lagu rs 
Of late you have made Devotion a Trade, 
Ih loving, as well as Religion; 
But you cannot prove, th og + Ages of Loxe, 
& — was offer” 
That one let it be, 3 agree, 
Leama Forms to the Maids who are yourger ;; 
re betb of a Mind, make Haſte and be bind, 
Id continue a Geddeſs 10 longer, 


Song LXXIV. The Twwitcher. 


Damſel, I'm told, 
Of delicate Mold, 
Whoſe Father was dead, to enrich her, 
Of all her fine Thiogs, 
Lace, Ribbons, and Rings, 
Priz'4 nothing ſo much as her Twitcher, poor Gul, 
Prix d nothing, &c. | 
The Youth all around, 
With Courtſhip profound, 
Try'd every Way to bewitch her ; 
But ſhe was fo chaſte, 
She'd not be embrac'd 
8, ny Thing elſe but her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
by any Thing, &c, 
Each offer'd his Pelf, 
In Exchange for herſelf, 
I: to him the Parſon git itch her; 
But ſtill ſhe reply d, 
She'd never be ty 4 
To ny Thing elfe but her Twitcher, poor Cin, 
To any Thing, &c. 


But Cupid grown wild, 
To ſee himſelf foil'd, 
Retolv'd to find Ways to bewitch her, 


G 8 2 And 
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And humbie her Pride, 
Whatever betide, 
3-H: {c:'rn'd to give Way to the Twit:her, poor Giri, 
A. } i'd, Ke. 
Brisk Strephon the ycung, 
hole am'rous Tongue, 
W a5 Basten wich Words to bewitch her, 
The Jod did prepare, 
45 .ombkart the Fair, 
And ty. i ti wal her Twitcher, por Gu!, 
4 4. FAY &es 
Your, Str -ppmn drew nigh her, 
And iluth'« with Defire, 
T:;'d Kitf-s and Oaths to bewitch her, 
He prattl'd and toy 4, 
But ſtell ſhe rep'y'd. 
Piſh, lat go the Held of my Twitcher, poor Gf, 
Pb, et ge, &c. 
But this cunning Spark 
So well took his Mark, 
Te found out the Way to o'er reach her; 
He gave her a Trip, 
Which happen'd to flip 
The my ſtical Knot of her Twitcher, poor Girl, 
The myſtical Knot, &c. 
And thus having ended 
The Thing he int ended, 
Who knows what he did to bewitch her, 
She cry'd, No, no, no; 
Put vet I can't go: 
Now do what you will with my Twitcher, Sear Boy, 
New do, &c. 


Sons LXXV. A lovely Laſs, &c. 


OW do they err uli ir their Lowe 
On Fate or Fortune bly, 
Tim only Rants and Fligbts can move, 
Aud Rapture join 4 awith Felly ? 


Fo 


Fo 


K =» many Beauties, rich in Charms, 
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Fer , can Pleaſure ſolid be, 
Where Thought is oat of Scaſon 7 
Do I ve you, or you love me, 


My Dear, without a Reaſon ? 


Our Senſe then rightly well emplay, 
No Paradiſe expeFing ; 

Tet enwvying mne but trifling Foy, 
That wrll bear no reflcaing ; 

Fer Wiſd:m's Peer, fince after all, 
'in Life is paſt the curing, 

Softers the ws that can befall, 
And makes the Leſt enduring. 


Song LXXVI. To you, fair Lages. 


0 all yon Husbands and you Wines, 
This Punchinello © ==""xgg 
For Reformation of your Lives, 
This gd Advice he brings; 
at if you wwnld avoid all Il, 
Tu fpuid leave off the dear Quadrells. 
XN Tyrant on the Earth bis Slaves, 
W:th greater Terror anves, 
W:'b Hire more abſolute behaves, 
Ner gives ſeverer Laws, 
Fra tho) bis Taxes fall, 
They're with à Smile recery' d by all. 


Ire ſabject to bis Vi? 
te Br: a, woken in the Bridegroom : Arms 3 
Se: tuns on dear Quadrille, 
ir Spruie ber Body may enrol, 
Weagr:!l: is Aafter of ber Soul. 
Ite China Peso (Satiers ſay ) 
i ben they bave la their Pence, 
Teer Family and fekt es woill play, 
Heaw"n keep tba: Cuſtom hence : 
F » Beauties of the fin Degree 
May s be Slavs: to ſome Marzue:, 
8 3 3 SONG 
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SoN G LXXVII. Cold and Ram, &r. 


3 and raw the North did blow, 
A Blezk in the Morning early, 
Ali the Tries wire hd with Snow, 
Cover d with Winter yearly ; 
A* I was riding cer the Slowth, 
I met with a Farmer's Daughter, 
Roty Checks and a bonny Brow, 
Good Faith, my Muuth did watcr, 
Down I vad my Bonnet low, 
Rle ning to ſhew my Breedinęg, 
She return'd a praceful Bow, 
Her Viſege tar exceeding : 
I ask'd her where the was ging ſo scon, 
And long'd to hold a Parlky : 
She told me, to the next Marxet-tov. 2, 
On Purp»ſe to fell her Barley. 
In this Purſe, ſweet Soul, ſaid 1, 
Twenty Pounds he fairly, 
See lc no further one to buy, 
For Iſe take all thy Barley: 
Twenty Pound more ſhall purchaſe Delight, 
Thy Perſon I love fo dearly, 
If thou wilt lig with me all Night, 
And gang home in the Morning cariy. 
If Forty Pound would buy the Globe, 
This Thing I would not do, Sir, 
Or were my Friends as poor a> 7, 
I'd never raiſe them to, Sir; 
For ſhould you prove one Night my Friend, 
Ve's pet a young Kid tc oth , 
And you'd be gone e'er nine Months En, 
Then where ſhould I find the Father? 
Priv what would my Parents ay, 
It 1 ſhould be ſo filly, 
Fo 2:ve nv Maidenhead awry, 
Aid . my true Love 2. 8 
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Oh, this would bring me to Diſgrace, 
. And therefore I ſay you Nay, Sir; 
Ani it that you would me embrace, 
| Firſt marry, and then you may, Sir. 


E to11 her I had wedded been 
Full Fourteen Years and longer, 
Elſe I'd chuſe her for my Queen, 
And tie the Knot more ſtronger, 
She bid me then no farther come, 
But manage my Wedlock fairly, 
And keep my Purſe for poor Spouſe at Hon - 
For ſome other ſhould buy her Barle, 
Then as ſwift 2s any Roe 
She rods away and left ms ; 
After her I could not go, 
Of Joy the quite b-roft me- 
Thus I myſelf did difappoint, 
For the did leave me fairly; 
My Words knock'd all Thing: ont gi bin 
I Io both the Maid and the Barley. 
Riding down a narrow I.ne, 
Some two or three Rours after, 
There I chanc'd to meet agi 
This Farmer's bonny Daughter : 
Although it was both raw and G, 
I ſtay'd to hold a Parley, 
And ſhew'd once more my Pur ſe cf (cl; 
When ſhe had ſold her Barley 
Love, ſaid I, pray do not frown, 
But let us change Embraces, 
II buy thee a Siiken Gown, 
Wich Ribbons, Gloves, an Le -, 
| A Ring, and Bodkin, Muff, 2 1. 
No Lady ſha l have neater ; 
For as I am an honeſt Man, 
I nc'er aw a ſweeter Creatute. 
Then I took her by the Hand, 
Aad fa.d my deareit Jewel, 
Why ſhau'dſt thou diſputing fan“ 
Ou I prithee be not cruel, d 
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She found my Mind was fully bent 
To pleaſe my fond Deſire, 
Therefore ſhe ſeemed to conſent, 
But I with I'd ne'er come nigh her. 


Sir, faid ſhe, what ſhall I do, 
If I commit this Evil, 

And yield myſelf in Love with you, 
I hope you will prove civil? 


You talk of Ribbons, Gloves, and Rings, 


And likewiſe Gold and Treaſwe ; 
Oh, let me firſt enjoy thoſe things, 


And then you ſhall have your Pleaſure, 


Sure thy Will ſhall be obey'd, 

Said I, my own dear Honey ; 
Then into her Lap I laid 

Full forry Pounds in Money ; 
We'll to the Market- Town this Day, 

And ſtraightway end this Quarrel, 
And deck thee like a Lady gay 

In flouriſhing rich Apparel. 


All my Gold and Silver there 
To her I did deliver; 
On the Road we did repair, 
Till coming to a River, 

Whoſe Waters are both deep and wide, 
Such Rivers I ne'er ſaw many; 
She leap d her Mare on the other Side, 

And left me not one Penny. 


Then my Heart was funk full low, 
With Grief and Care ſurrounded, 
After her I could not go, 
For Fear of being drowned. 
She turn'd about, and hid, behold, 
I'm not for your Devotion; 
But, Sir, I thank vou tor vow Gold, 
*T will ſerre to enlarge n, Portion, 
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I began to ſtamp and tare, 

To fee what ſhe had acted; 
With my Hands I tore my Hair, 

Like one that was diſtracted. 
Give me my Money, then I cry 4, 

Good Faith, I did but lend it; 
But ſhe away full faſt did ride, 

And vow'd ſhe'd not intend it. 


Song LXXVIII. A hunting Seng. 


Way ! away ? we've crown d the Day, ue VI. 
crawn'd the Day 

Arway ! away ! we've crotun d the Day ! 
The Hours are cuaiting for their Prey : 
The Hunt) man's Cal! invites you all, 
The Huntſman's Call invites yeu all, 
Come in, me in, Boys, while you may; 
Come in, come in, Boys, while you may. 
The jolly H.rn, the roſy Morn, the roſy Morn, 
The jelly Horn, the roſy Morn, 
With Harmony of deep mouth'd Hounds ; 
Theſe, theſe, my Boys, are heavenly Feys, 
Theſe, theſe, my Boys, are beavenly Foy: : 
A Sportman's Fleaſure k:ows no Bounds, 
A Sportman's Pleaſure knows no Bounds. 


The Hrn ſhall be the Husband's Fee, the Husband's Fee, 
The Hern ſpall be the Husbands Fre, 
Anil let bim tale it nat in Scarn; 
The Grave and Sage in ev'ry A, 
The Grawe and Sage in ev'ry = 
Hawe not dijdain'd ta wear the Hern, 


Have not diſdain d to wear the Hern. 


SoNG LAXIX. Lillibullero. 


HE Soclſier diſbanded, and farc d fer to beg, 

May talk of his Wars, and his Suff rings ſo bar; 

But tho" jeam'd o'er with Scars, and with never a Leg, 
Ilia Barts ave neglect, nor his Courage regard; _ 
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And the Laſs that 18 
1s ſent fer 3 2 
With Hemp and with Hammer to make ber Complaint ; 
But if you have Meney, 
All Henours are done ye, 
A Coward's a Hero, a Whore 11 a Saint. 


SoN G LXXX. There was, &c. 


Hil Diſcord and Envy 
In mighty Kingdoms dwell, 
The Bepęar lives at Eaſe, 
Within his homely Cell : 
Hnd a begging wr 12oill go, will go, will go, 
And a beging we will go. 
No Taxes oppreſs us, 
Nor Honours rack our Brain; 
State Maxims ne'er perplex us, 
Nor Parties give us Pain. 
And a begging, Sc. 
Exempt trom all Duty, | 
By Land, or yet by Sea; 
We hope nat to command, 
Nor care much to obey. 
And a begging, &c. 
Whatever we get, 
We ſeldom keep in Store, 
We ſpend it all To- day, 
To-morrow beg for more. 
And a begging, &c. 
We live as we liſt, 
And skulk beneath the Laws; 
For none but a Beggar | 
Should judge a Beggar's Cauic. 
And a begging, &c. 
Contented when Death | 
Through Age approaches nigh ; | 
In Pleaſur- thus we live, 
And with Pleaſure thus we dic. 
And a begging, &c. SONG 


— — 
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Sono LXXXI. There was, &c. 


HE ausky Night rides drrun the Sky, 
And uſhers in the Morn, 
The Hounds all join in glorious Cry, 
The Huntſman winds bis Horn, 
And a hunting we will go. 


The Wife around ber Husband throws 
Her Arms and begs his Stay; 

My Dear, it rains, and hails, and ſnotor, 
You will net hunt Te-day. 

But a hunting, &c, 

A bruſhing Fox in yonder Mod 
Secure to find, wwe ſeek ; 

For why, I 'd ſound and good, 
A Cartload there laſt Week. 

And a hunting, &c. 

Away be goes, be flies the Rout, 
Their Steed, 4 and ſwitch ; 

Some are thrown in, and ſome thrown out, 
And fome thrown in the Ditch, 

But a hunting, &c. 


At length bis Strength to Faintneſs worn, 
Poor Reynard ceaſes Flight ; 

Then hungry homeward we return, 
To feaſt azvay the Night. 

Then a drinking we will go, Cc. 


Sox LXXXII. See, ſee, my, &c 


Hree Nymphs contended for my Heart, 
With different Charms and Grace ; 
The firſt fold Puddings, Pies, and Tarts, 
The ſecond Pins and Lace; 
The third employ'd herſelf to cry 
| The News three Times a Week, 
Befides ev'ry Night twas her Delight, 
To cry, Hot bak'd Ox-Che-«. 
VG Loo'c, 


— — — . 
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Loc, Gods, from your celeſtial Bacre, 
And guide me to the beſt, 

And mav my Faculties and Powers 
Ot Heart and Mind be bleſt. 

Whilſt thus I cry'd, the Goes reply d, 
Tho Fate endure thou muſt, 

The Nymph we have choſen for thy Bride, 
Sit: Cinders from the Duſt, 


Song LXXXIII. What Alſuu in his 
IVits, &c. 
HAT Man in his BJ" ts tad mit rathir 6: Pes, 
Than r Lure his Freedom ts g. 
Ever 57 y the Mans of bis Life to ſccurc, 
And 5 C Der negli cct ing 0 Lv. 


Irziron'd from Merning to Night in a Crowd, 
Net a Moment wnhbent or alone ; 

Conflrain'd to be abet, though nevar ſo pread, 
And at ev'ry one's Call but bis own, 

- Still reprning, and longing fer each guict Hour, 
Yet fluticuſly flying it till; 

Mitb the Means of enjoying bis Miſb in his Pover, 
But accurs'd with his Wanting the Will. 

For a Year muſt be paſt, cr a Day muſt be come, 
Before he has Leiſure to reſt ; 

He muſt add te bis Store this or that pretty Sum, 
And then bell baue Time to be birt, 

But his Gains mere benvitching the mere they increaſe, 
Only feoell the Defire of bis Eye; 

duch a Wretch let mine Enemy, live if be pleaſe, 


But let not mine Enemy die. 


Sox LXXXIV. Deſpairing, &c. 


the Side of 2 great Kitchen Fire, 
A Scuilion ſo hungry was laid, 
A Pudding wis all his Deſire, : 
A Kettle tuppurted his Head: Tae 


Mm ” 


* 


Tae 


| 


| 
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The Hogs, that were fed by the Houſe, 
To his Sighs with a Grunt did reply; 

And a Gutter, that car'd not a Louſo, 
Ran muurnfully muddily by. 


But when it was ſet in a Diſh, 


Thus ſadly complaining he cry'd, 
My Mouth it does water and wiſh ; 
I think it had better been fry'd. 
The Butter around it was ſpread, | 
'T was as great as a Prince in his Chair: 
Oh! coul I but eat it he ſaid, 
The Proof of the Pudding lies there. 


How fooliſh was I to believe | 
It was made for ſo homely a Clown : 
Or that it would have a Reprieve, 
From the dainty fine Folks of the Town! 
Could I think that a Pudding ſo fine 
Could ever uneaten remove? 
We labour that others may dine, 
And live in a Kitchen of Love. 


What though at the Fire I've wrought, 
Where Puddings do broil and do fry ? 

Though Part of it hither be brought, 
And none of it ever ſet by ? 

Ah! Calin] thou muſt not be firſt ! 
Thy Knife and thy Platter reſign ; 
There's Marg'ret will eat till the burſt. 
And her Turn is fooner than thine. 


And you my Companions ſo dear, 
Who ſorrow to ſee me ſo pale, 
Whatever I ſuffer, forbear, 
Forbear at a Pudding to rail ; 
Though thro? all the Rooms | ſhall rove, 
"Tis vain from my Fortune to go, 
*Tis its Fate to be often above, 
*Tis mine for to want it below, 


If while my hard Fate I ſuſtain, 
In your Breaſt any Fa K found, 


1. 


( 350 ) 
Ye Servants that early do dine, 
Come ſee how I lie on the Ground: 
Then hang up a Pan and a Pot, 
And forrow to ſee how I dwell ; 
And fay when you grieve at my Lot, 
Poor Cclin lov'd Pudding too well. 


Then hack to your Meat you may go, 
Which you ſet in your Diſhes fo prin, 
Where Sauce in the middle dces flow, 
And Flowers are firew'd on the Brim ; 
Whilt Calis, forgotten and gone, 
By the Hedges ſhall diſmally rove, 
Unleſs when he fees the round Moon, 
He think, on a Pudding above. 


Song LXXXV. On, on, my, Sc. 


() NM, on, my dear Brethren, purſue the great Lecture, 
And refine on the Rules of old Architecture: 
High Herrur to Ma ſent the Craft daily bringt, 

To thoſe Brothers of Princes, and Fellows of Kings, 


We drove the rude Vandals and Goths off the Stage, 
And reviv'd the old Arts of Auguſtus' fam'd Age; 
And Veſpaſian deſtrey d the waſt Temple in vain, 

Since ſo many now riſe under Montague Reign. 


The noble five Orders, comper d with ſuch Art, 
Shall amaze the ſwiſt Eye, and engage the ⁊ubole Heart , 
Proportion, ſweet Harmony, gracing the <vhcle, 
Give our Work, like the glorious Creation, a Scul. 


Then Maſter and Brethren, preſerve your great Nam, 
This Ledge ſo majeſtic ſhall purchaſe you Fame; 
Never d it fhall ſtand "till all Nature expire, 

And its Glorics ne er fade, till the World is on Fire. 

See, ſee, behold here what rewards all cur Tail, 
— our Genius, and makes Labour ſmile : 

2 our noble Grand- Maſter let a Bumper be crown'd, 
To all Mans a Bumper, fo bt it ga rod, 


& 5 80 


E 


Nawe, 
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Hain, my lov'd Brethren, again let it paſt, 
Our anctent firm Union cement with a Glaſs, 
And all the Contertion 'mong ft Maſons ſhall be, 
Who better can work, or who better agree. 


Sono LXXXVI. Of all the, &c. 


F all the World's Enjoyments 
That ever valued were, 
There's none of our Employments 
With Fiſhing can compare : 
Some preach, ſome write, 
Some ſwear, ſome fight, 
All golden Lucre courting ; 
But Fiſhing ſtill 
Bears off the Bell, 
For Profit or for Sporting. 


Then ⁊ubo a jolly Fiſherman, a Fiſherman Twruld be, 


His Throat muſt wer, 
Fuft like bis Net, 
Tc keep out Cold at Sea. 


The Country "Squire loves Running 
A Pack of well-mouth'd Houn4s ; 
Another fancies Gunning 
For wild Ducks in his Grounds : 
This buats, that fowls, 
This hawks, Dict bowls, 
No greater Pleaſure wiſhing : 
But Tom that tells 
What Sport excels, 
Gives all the Praiſe to Fithing. 
Then Who, &e. 


A good Weflpbalia Cammon 
Is counted dainty Fare, 
But what is that to Salmon 
Juſt taken from the Ware ? 
Wheat- Ears and Quails, 
Cocks, Snipes, and Rayls, 
Are priz'd while * 3 
2 
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Nut all muſt ſtoop 
To Craw-fiſh Soop, 
Or I've no Skill in taſting. 
7 hen who, &c. 


Keen Hunters always take to 
Their Prey with too much Pains ; 
Nay, often break a Neck too, 
A Penance for no Brains: 
They run, they leap, 
Now high, now ecrp , 
Whilſt he, that fiſhing chuſes, 
With Eaſe may do't, 
Nay, more to boot, 
May entertain the Mules, 
Then who, &c, 


And tho” ſome envious Wrangler. 
To jeer us will make bold, 
And laugh at patient Anglers, 
Who ſtand fo long in the Cold 
They wait on Mits, 
We on this, 
And think it eaſy Labour ; 
And it you'd know 
Fiſh Profits too, 
Conſult our Hc:![2nd Neighbour. 
Teen who, &c. 


Son LXXXVII. Array, &c. 


WAY ye brave Fox-huntirg Race, 
Aruay, anvay, to a Burn Cbaſe; 
Let Aſhton Park aline to Day, 
For here vill be the royal Play 7 : 
See yor:der's the Covert, to Horſe let's be going, 
Ter:w, throw off the Finders then, boneſt Will Owen, 
Away ye brave, Sc. | [ Beagles Scuncs. 


Unkennel quick, yen blaky Ground, 
Tpey li have a Touch for fifty Pownd ; 


Hark, | 


Xx. 


Owen. 
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Hart, bark to Soundwell, that's a n:ble Deg, 
Croſs bim, ye jolly Lads, beux, beux the Drag 2 
The Fox bat broke Covert, let none lag behind, 
We've bad an Entappeſſe, ſhe runs 1p the Wind ; 
Off wwith the Chaſe Hundt boa, 
New, the Sportſmen ſhewv, 
Let Lillywhore and Cæſar run; 
Tofſpet and Ruler, 
Cappyr and Cooler, 
P-mpey and Gallant, low 'em on. 
Spur, ſwitch, and then away, o'er Hedges and Ditebet, 
MW thout Fear of Necks, or gauling your Breeches : 
Hao a Retreat, blow, blow, Tantruee, tiver, ti vee, tier, 
If ſhe runs down the Wind ſhe may chance to decerve ye; 
A Recheat, a Recheat, True, tivee, tivee, tiver, 
Pox on't ⁊ue re baut d, fer by my Soul, 
The Vixen"s juſt now earth d, ſee bcre"s the Hele ; 
Put in the Tarriers, faith "tis ſo, 
She"s crept at leaſt five Yards below ; 
They're working, bark, and lay at ler ſo well, 
7 hey ll make her bot, thy" "tayere as deep as Hell ; 
"Tis done, tit done, ſhe's ſnapp d, ſbe 1 Lil' d, 
Hallow brave Boys then from the Field, 
Ad jolly Huntſman bleu poor Reynard's Kell, 


Song LXXXVIII. Tunbridge, Sc.“ 


Y E Mauidens, ye W:wes, and yourg Widows, rejoice, 
Preclaim a Thankſgiving with your Heart and your 
GCE 3 

Since Waters were Waters, I dare boldly ſay, 
Te reer bad more Cauſc for a Thankjyiwing-Day, 
Fir frem London Tun, there it lately come denon, 
Fiur able Phyfuuans, wic never wore Gown ; 
Whoſe Phyſick is pleuſant, though their Doſes are large, 
And you may be car d witheut Danger or Charge, 

Ns Belus, ns Vomit, no Pation, no Pill, 
Which ſometimes do cure, but oft ner do kill ;; 
Yeur Taſte, or your Palate, need ne er be diſÞ/cas'd, 
Fer be advis'd, you'd try one of theſe, 

H b 3 a Fer 
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For they Fade a nav Drug, tis calPd ti Ci Heir 
*-Jawiil mend your C:mpl. &; -n, and make * 5 45 ſmug 

*Tis a ſovereron Ba//am, when en well af f!y”, 

Fer, though w0c4rded at Heart, the Patient ne er er dy d, 


In the Merning you need not be rdf your Nen, 
F:r in vu warm Hd this e ⁊t ./ 4; 
What the" in the taking ſeme Servings e 25 1 
The Meaticn's (5 piealant you carmnt be tr; 


On ycur B. ks yen 2 lie, With yr Bodics ra; 2 high. 


And ©: e of theſe D:&ors muſt 4 7 ys „ M. gi, 
Ws jt i will be ready to c:wer you wrarin, 
For if you taxe Cold, a all Phyfick . es Harm.. 


N. ere ebs 'e Docter, Tv:il/ de tteir Dec. 
Ny airways e ufẽ.“e Pat. ut" Cen plict: an; 
If (he bas . Palm, or a 16d 17 ad of Bay, 
She tx ag more Balſam then cne Man an ſpare; 
If foe bas a long N. le, the L--d abe Lnc v' 
Hew rar; ; great Hon: felt mu U £2 ie ker D:/: 
Yi Ladies, that have (ub il] en as th 
In Con lee, aud IIcnaur 2 21 {dd ! pay aruble Fer e. 


Ard jo let us give t9 theſe Decters due Praije, 
Who t1 all zind of Per jons tier Fuxcur cent ys. 
Or the Lyiy. f. Pity”s Sake, Se, fa. ] le ſbroon, 
But as for He Haus ame, they're cur d gor ben ur. 
On their Silter ard Geld, they rey lay bold, 
For what comes jo freeſy, they He ſhould be f 
Then dein uit tor e Deciurs, und Lx pr. 14 
Toat ite P. wer ＋ Meir 17 es % Nee 


SoN G LAXXIX. Tal all Men, 


LD Poets have told us, when they were grow: 
_ mic) * 
That F: /itrr was a fantaſtical! Fell wy, 
He would chatter, and thunder, and wheed!le ard 


bellow, 

Weiwch N:-body can deny, G. "5 7 As- lcd * 
dry. 

He 


2 
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He was charm'd with a Damſel, but could not tell how 
To humour his Jliquoriſh Fancy and ſo 
He clapp'd up his Nymph in the Shape of a Caw, 
Which Ne body can deny, &c. 


Rut here let us make up our Poetry full; 

For the Man muſt have got no Brains in his Skull, 

Who does not conclude that Zowe turn'd a Bull, 
ich No-body can deny, &c. 


His Method of wooing was loud and ſonorous, 
At the Time of the Year when the Sun enters Tau* ts : 
Then Taurus did enter fair I the porous, 

I tich Ny-brdy can deny, &c. 


[le gave her two Horns for a Screen to his Love, 

As June gave him, as plainly does prove, 

There's a Strumpet below, for a Cuckold above, 
A bich Na-bedy can deny, &c. 


Tie Lovers by Inſtinct together were moving; 

When he had a Fancy on Earth to be roving ; 

Then ſte ran a Bulling, or elſe ran a Foving, 
Which No-bedy can deny, &c. 


They may paſs for as clever a cornuted Pair, 
As you ever ſaw at Smithfie/d (where the Sight is not 
ra:e) 

Or at Brentford, or Rumford, or any Horn- Fair. 
Which No-bedy can deny, &c. 

Tio” I take it for granted, that nothing more odd is, 

Inſtead of a Shepherdeſs lac'd in her Boddice, 

That a ſwag-bel'y'd Cow ſhould go for a Goddeſs, 
Which Ne-body can deny, &c. 


Alrxander, who conquer'd full many a Foe, 
Mans, Hercules, Neptune, and more than we know, 
V. re S ns of this Je, tho' not by Juno, 

Ji Hieb &. Lolly can deny, dec 


Rut as the prolfical Virtue wore off, 
H 5 am'rous cats made all the World laugh, 
H: cull get no more Heroes, and ſo got a Calf, 
NL Na-bedy can dery, &c. * 
Th 
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Diogenes grave was the Fruit of this Rub, 

For his Name does pronounce him a Fuprcer's Cub; 

He was born in a Cow- Houſe, and liv'd in a Tub, 
Which No-body can deny, &c. 


Let a Concert of Butchers remember the Thing ; 
Let Clevers and Marrow-Bones merrily ring ; 
Such a jovial Choir Io Pans may ſing. 
Which No-body can deny, dry, wvbich No-body can 


So N XC. I am a jelly Toper. 


F all our fend Diverſions, 
A Hunter is the beſt, 
In Spite of Wars and Par'y Farr, 
Sport bas flord T, 
And a Hunting we will go, will go, and a Hunt:ng 
we will go. 
Of Nimrod and of Efau, 
What gallant Feats they tel! ? | 
On Foot they foll:w'd Hunting, 
They lou d the Sport ſo well, 
And a Hunting, &c, 
O had'ft tu, brave Acteon, 
But minded more thy Game, | 
Thou ne er had paid ſo dearly 
For peeping at — That fame, 
And a Hunting, &c, 
Herſelf Diana Goddeſs, 
The Pride of F:male Race, 
Preferr'd to amoroas fooling 
The Pleaſures of the Chace, 
And a Hunting, &c. 
Orion, bib Hunter, 
Lur'd by a Petticoat, 
In the mid Chace be leiter d, 
And fo brs Fate be get, 
And a hunting, T. 


But 
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Brit after this Diſaſtor, | 
He's made a Heavy Sipn, 
That he at lvaft may vicgu the Spert 
He can no longer join, 


And a Hunting, Cc. 


And herce it is ve Hunters 
Neer brea% a Leg or Arm ? 
For this Gur Fulliæu Sportſman 
Protect us all from Harm, 
And a Hunting, Se. 


Ha Dido nt ld Hurting, 
The am'rous Troian brav 
Mer H:ghnejs ne er had ſula.'d 
I: Juno's friendly Cave, 
And a Hunting, S. 


Euripides, had Hurting 
Been l;w"d but like thy Reols, 
Tic Acunas had net devour'd thee, 
They krowo a Sportſman's Lucks, 
And a Hunting, Sc. 


if, Friend, you're call'd a Hunting, 
Threwv all your Books aſide, 
('7:s Horace thus adviſes) 
And mcunt your Horſe, and ride, 
And 4 Hunting, &c, 


Pris: Action cures the Vapours» 
Th EffeR of laxy Sletb, 
And Muſick makes us chearful, 
So Hunting's good for beth, 
And a Hunting, &c. 


The Sport of Hunting renders 


Our Days ſo ſeueet and lang, 
It makes us better reliſh 
Our Glaſſes and a Seng, 
And a Hunting, S 


_ 


- 
Os: 
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Our Laws probibit Hunting 
To the Pleibeian Race, 
Nor is it meet the Vulgar 
Should royal Sports debaſe, 
And a Hunting, @&c. 


Th: Britiſh Kings are Hunter, 
And frequent in the Chace, 
fear, m mere than wwe de, 
A Weather-beaten Face, 
And a Hunting, Se.. 
Then fill a ſparkling Bumper, 
Tl take it off with giec, 
Te all Brother Hunters, 
In Courſe his Majeſty, : 
And a Hunting, &c. 


Sono XCI. London 7s 4 fine Town. 


Londen is a dainty Place, 
A great and gallant City 
For all the Streets are pav'd with Gold, 
And all the Folks are witty, 


And there's your Lords and Ladies fine, 
That ride in Coach and Six ; 
That nothing drink but Claret Wine, 
And talk of Politicks. 
And there's your Beaus with powder d Cath, 
Bedaub'd from Head to Chin ; | 
Their Pocket-Holes adorn'd with Gola, 
But not one Sous within. 


And there the Exgliſt Actor goes 
With many hungry Belly; 

While Heaps of Gold are forc'd, God wot, 
On Signior Farinelli. 

And there's your Dames, of dainty Frames, 
With Skins as white as Milk ; 

Dreſs d every Day in Garments gay, 
Of Satin and of Silk, 
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And if your Minds be fo inclin'd, 
To have them in your Arms; 
Pull out a handfome—Purſe of Gold, 
They can't reſiſt its Charms, 


Song XCII. Since now the, &c. 


Ire nw the World's turn Tpiide down, 
id all Tbtagt chang'd in Nature; 
Aer 2 Doubt Tvere newly grown, 

ad the jamb Creator : 
Of ancient Mues and former Ways, 
teach you, Sirs, the Manner : 
1: 3:4 Queen Befs's golden Days, 
Hin 1 was a Dame of Honcur, 


J an anc: ent noble Seat, 
1h: r::w its come to Run ; 

Where Muttin, Beef, and ſuck gd Meat, 
Et att were daily chewrrg : 

Of tumming Beer my Cellar full, 
i was the yearly Denor ; 

I ere teping Knaves bad mary a Pull, 
When I was Dame of Henzur, 


My Men of home- honeſt Greys 
"Had Coats and — Badges 4 

They were m dirty ragged Lace, 

ar cer complain d for Wage: : 

Fer gaudy Fringe and Suks o' b Town, 
I fear'd no threatning Durner ; 

But tvore a decent Grogram Gown, 
When I was a Dame of Hencor, 


I never thought Cantharides 
Ingredient good in Paſet; 

Nor ever ſtripp'd me ta my Stays, 
To play the Punk at Baſſet ; 

'4n Retafea ne er made Debauch, 
Nor reel'd like toping Gunner ; 
Aer let my Mercer ſerze my Caaco, 
Hay I ay Dame of Honour, 


— — — 


2 carry the Milking-Pad. 
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IT f:i! priſe d my Maiden Fame, 
In Spite of Oaths and Lying; 
The? many a lng thin" d Yeungfler came, 
And fain would be enjey ing. 
My Fan, t grard my Lips, I bept , 
From Cupid's [exo runner 
Ard mary 2 Roman Neſe I raped, 
I ker: I wwa: a Dare of Honour, 
Aly cure Los T never brught 
0,5 Bc; 7 47 7 dirty Daughters 5 
Aer amprcd Ly A WwAarnton Thought, 
Above Kee id my Garters, 
I rover glad with painted Pride, 
Like Punt woren the De'il has won her ; 
Nor prow'd a Cheat to be a Bride, 
When I was a Dame of Hengur. 
My Neghbcurs ftill I treated round, 
And Strangers thit came near me; 
The Poor tes always Welcome ſcund, 
Whoſe Prayers did ſtill endear me. 
Let thrrefore wwho at Court evould be 
No Churl, nor yet no» Fatuner, 
Patch in oli Boſpiteliry 
Queen Beſs's Dame of Honour, 


Song XCIII. The Milt-Mais, 


E Nymphs and Sylvan Gods, 
That love green Fields and Woods 
When Spring newly blown 
Herſelf does adn 
With Fluwers and blooming Buds; 
Come ſing in the Praiſe, 
Whilſt Flocks do graze, 
In yonder pleaſant Vale ; 
Of thoſe that chuſe, 
Their Slcep to loſe, 
And in cold Dews, 
With clouted Shoes, 


The 


I 
\ 
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o 


The Coddeſs of the Morn 

With Bluſhes they »dorn ; 
And take the freſh Air, 
Whillt Linne v pare 

A Concert on each ern Thorn: 
The Black hird and Thruln, 
Ca every Buſh, 

And the char rinz Night ngale, 
In me ry V » 
Thei 7 liroats do ſtrain, 
To entert 
The jolly Train 

That carry the M lking-Pai!, 


Wien cold blezk Vids do roar, 
And Fl-wers can thing no more; 
The Fields that were [:en, 
So p'erfint and ereen, 
By Winter all candy'd o'er : 
Oh how the Town Liſs, 
Looks with her white Face, 
And her p of dead'y pale 
But it is ut ſo 
With thoſe that go 
Thro' F:oft :nd Snow, 
With Cheeks that glow ! 
To carry the Milking- Pail, 


The Miss of court! Mould, 
Adorn'd with Pearl and Gold, 
With Waches and Paint 
Her Skin des ſ taint, 
She's wither'd before ſhe's old: 
Whilſt che in Co um de, 
Puts on a Cirt-L ad, 
And with Cu 15 amps ber Tail: 
What Toys are wund 
In Rutſc. Gown, 
Young, plump, and round, 
And tweet and { und, 
That carry the Milking 7% 
i 
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The Girls of Nur: Game, 
That venture Health and Fame, 

In practiſing Feats, 

With Colds and with Heats, 
Make Lovers grow blind and lame : 

If Men were ſo wiſe, 

To value the Price 
Of the Wares moſt fit for Sale : 

What Store of Beaus 

Would daub their Cloaths 

Tc fave a Noſe, 

By following thoſe 
That carry the Milking-Pai! ' 


The Country Lad is free 
From Fears and Jealouſy, 
When upon the Green 
He is often ſeen 
With his Laſs upon his Kre- , 
With Kiſſes moſt ſweer 
He does her greet, 
And ſwears ſhe'}! ne'er grow fia:: 
Whilſt the Lenden Lat: 
In ev'ry Place, 
With her brazen Face, 
De ſpiſes the Grace 
Of thoſe with the Milking-Pail. 


SonG XCIV. Lillbullere. 


HE Medes of the Court ſo commer. are green, 


That a true Friend can hardly be met; 
3 for It reſt is but a Lear, 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
2 true - find , 
Some Friends ſo kind, 
Who vill give you gocd Counſel 'themſebxes ts defend; 
In ferrowful D:tty, 
They promiſe, they pity, 
But ſhift yeu fir Morey from Friend to Friend, : 


ONG 


Ch 


SonG XCV. Come, Neighbours, &c. 


* Ome, Neighbours, now we've made our Hay, 
| (, The Sun in H ſte 
| Drives to the Weſt, 
With Sports conclude the Day: 
Let ev'ry Man chuſe out his Laſs, 
And then ſalute her on the Grafs ; 
And when you find 
She's coming kind, 
Let not that Moment pals. 
Chor. Mell te of our Bowls to true Love and Honeur, 
T2 all kind /aving Girls, and the Lord of the Mancr. 


At Night when round the Hall we're ſat, 
With good brown Bowls, 
To chear our Souls, 
And raiſe a merry Chat ; 
When Blood grows warm, ad Love runs high, 
And Jokes around the Table fly, 
| Then we retreat, 
And that repeat, 
Which all would gladly try. 
Chor. Vell toſs off our Bowls, &c. 
| Let lazy great nes of the Town 
Drink Nighe away, 
| And ſleep all Day, 
Til! gouty they are grown : 


— 
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Our nightly Sports ſuch Vigour give, 
That ottentimes we do revive, 
| And kiſs our Dames 


With ſtronger Flames 
Than any Prince alive. 


Chor. We'll rofs off our Bowls to true Love and Honour, 
To all lind loving Girls, and the Land of the Manor, 


Song XCVI. Wincheſter Heading. 


A* Wincheſter there was a Wedding, 
The like was never ſeen, 
p FF WH *"TW1Xt 


* ＋ꝓꝗA— — — — — — 


NG 
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Tul xt luPy Ralph of Reading, 

And! back Refs of the Green, 
T's rn.” were crowding before, 

Far, a, was as ne as a Queen ; 
Te War a hundred, and more, 

For ai. tle Co ntry came in; 
Britt Robin Id Roſy þo fair. 

She lat, a Lilly o tÞ Wales 
An? ruddy fic d Harry ed Mary, 

And Rover led beuncing Nell. 


Wit» Tommy came ſm:/1ng Kitty, 
He help" d her ver the Stile, 
A” ſrvore there wwas none fo pretty 
In , and forty long Mile. 
Kit gave a green Gown to Betty, 
Ard lent her his Hand te rije ; 
Put jenny vas ier d by Watty, 
For o blue under the Eyes: 
Thus merrily chatt;rg all, 
Toey pass d to tie Bride-Houſe alom. 
Vu Johnny, ard etty- ſuc'd Nancy, 
T'e faireſt of all ire Torong. 


The Fridegreom came cut to meet em, 

Aft tf tle Dinner 2025 Pai] d, 
An : „ me treat em, 

W: 3, ani rand, and bail d. 
The La.“ HFHeliet and jolly, 

Fur caci, h»d kis Lowe hy; bis Side; 
But Wi y cas mlanch:!y, 

For te | *«& Ned to the Bride. 
Thin Ph! vevins ber Health, 

Ard un a Beer Ci on his Thumb, 
But Jenin, 2025 kind, for Drinking, 


beſt in ſtendom. 


And new they bad din d, advancinꝝ 
Into the Mid of the Fi all, 

The Fidlers firuck up for dancing, 
And Jeremy led up the Ba; 


i % 
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But Margery kept ber Quarter, 
A Laſs that was proud of ber Pelf, 
Cauſe Arthur had fol” n her Garter, 
And ſwore he would tie it himſelf ; 
She ſtruggi d, and bluſh"d, and frown'd, 
And ready with Anger to cry, 
"Cauſe Arthur, in tying ber Garter, 
Had ſlipped bis Hand too high, 
And now for throwing the Stocki 
The 2.0 away — led ; * 


The Bridegroom got drunk, and was knocking 
For Candles to light bim to Bed, 


But Robin, finding bim filly, 


Met friendly te k bim afide, 

The while that his Wife with Willy 
Was playing at Hooper" s-bide, 

And now the warm Game begins, 
The critical Minute was come, 

And chatting, and billing, and & 
Went merr. ly round - Ream, *r. 


Pert Stephen was kind to Betty, 

And blithe as a Bird in the Spring; 
And Tommy was ſo to Kitty 

And weddeld ber with a Ruſh Ring. 
Suky, that danc'd with a Cuſhion, 

An Hour from the Rcom bad been gene; 
Ard Barnaby knew, by ber Bluſbing, 

That jome other Dance ba d been done. 
And thus of Fifty fair Maids, 

That came to the Wedding with Men, 
Scarce Five of the Fifty were left ye, 

That fo did return Home again. 


Sons XCVII The Goſs. 


Gais they merr:ly met, 
At 2” — — full ſacn; 
Ard they were reſol ved for a MV bet, 
To keep their ſtueet Voices in Ture, 
$19 Amway 


| 
| 
| 
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Away t the Tavern they went ; 
© Here ſoan I vt and proteſt, | 
E That I har... a Crown yet unipent, | 
© Come lit nt have a Cup of the bad. | | 


And I bawe awtler, perhaps, 
A Ficce 72 the very Jawe Sort, 
c Why ff -ul4 Tec fit thru mming of Cs, 
Cme, Draqver, and f, ws Quart! 
And ! l it be L:quor if Life, 
« Cr. 4, Or artig be 8”. ne 4 
Four I air a b ven. rung Br” k 
« Thou? 13 gog Wr 3:1 4 fas. 


The Drost, as hlyth a* 4 Bird, 
Cam: 55it ping avith Ctr in bis Find, 
8 aw L ares, Igite you my Ma, 
6 The n ball be it y:ar Command ; 
A Du art if 12 anary re Ke, 
12 an 19 4 Glu 4 
Hefe Ge 6, 4 Bumper to 5-8, 


« FTI $:c. ge cu, Giri, were it a Tun ! 


Au fray Gp. aid :; ty: u ear 
6 Toe comman. Repurt of ter Tcxen, 
6. F* Nawr? of Fre trunired 2 Fea 
Is marr:ci t. on F the Crown: 
A Adraggle tai” S.: on my Word, 
- Her Cath 5 e roo acu and 23 
6 In True © Wit. een a 
Mat che. in Cr: ut 


far xn Owl: 


© And De 614 2 Jer la Your, 
* 


c 72 x tice £2; k / { Jl ing Peg, 
c S- d la © 9 2 « FASL: TUE” +849 Lar, 
* F wwarr.."t rięt: a wy . g ö 
a 


4 But - en I them 6 70 e bade; 
6 F k*e7'' . - Cp '?$ Tart 7 524+ JC 2 
But Tl neither Nieduls nar halbe. 


| ( 367 ) 
Ner I, Cp Joan, by my Trieh, 
| * Th", necertheleſs, I've been told, 
« She flule ſeen Yaras of broad Cloth, 
"4 Ring ans. 6 Laker of CHlds 

6 A Sock and a ni Pair of Shoes, 
* A flruriſhing Madam ws jhe; 
But Marvery ud me the Nes, 
And it ne er fall go ſurtter for me. 

We was at a Goſſip ing Club. 

* Where we had a Cher pin: 2 5, 

t «Of prod lan Lieser, o HE: 7. 
© Yur [[uthand's Nite there it u 
Fir bearing * , Fro: iy 
* 41 A V-irb bours bis ur lar e ſeen 
, 4 rhe ts 4 C k;[1t they 2. 

1 Con Fable, Gp, I mean. 
. Dey G Hp, a *lip of the * 

N, H.rm «cas intenle'! ; ad: 

Cue Mrd th y evil mini N. 


* Our ters ave cmmettiy fins 
2 je you * „ tat it ant 's 

* No, no, thet zucht Fol; tn 253 
2 2 | f eve perhap: git a As, 

* 


Pray what arc wr Hu bund; th: gu: es 


Sexo XCVIII. Yung Orpheus, Cc. 


1 7 Oung Orpheus tick led "is Herp fo wel, 
Fgaia'd f. ir Eur:uice ont of Hell, 
W 1 a. Tain«xum, Twankum, Twang. 
Hide been h neft, as ſhe was fiir, 
Jie a great Won'er ſh» cer came there, 
With a Twinkun, Twankum, T wanz. 
nt 'tis to be fear'd ſhe prov'd a Scold, 
T's t be fear'd, tis to he fear d the prov'd a Scold, 
And therrt-re the Devil h d get her, 
| And tlzefere the Devil had got her ia oli: - 


B.t 
' 


uu 


| 
| 


ZC x 
But for Face fo. ould peifin of Hell with her 
Tongue 
The Devil releaſed her for an old Song, 
But could I get rid of my Scyld fo well, 
The Devil might keep her tor ever in Hell, 
With a Twinkum, Cc. 


Song XCIX. Of all the Girls, &c. 


F all the Toafts that Britain boaſts, 
The Gim, the Gent, the ſ[olly, 
The Brown, the Fair, the Debonair, 
There's none ciy'd up like Pay; 
She's fir'd the Town, has quite cut down 
The Opera of Relli; 
Go where you will, the Subject Ril 
Is pretty, pretty Polly. 


There's Madam Fauft:no Catſo, 
And eke Madam Catſcri, 
Likewiſe Signor Seneſino, 
Are tutte abandonm. 
Ha, ha, ha, ha, do re mi fa, 
Are now but Farce and Fully! 
We'r- ravith'd all with zol, zl, lei, 
And pretty, pretty Polly. 


The Sons of Bays, in Lyric Plays, 
Sound forth her Fame in Print-o, 
And as we paſs, in Frame and Glaſs 
We ſee her Metzotinto : 
In Fy-Larne the City Strain 
I: more on ſtraight lac'd Dolly; 
And all the Brights at Man's and White's. 
Of nuthing talk but Polly, 


Ah, Johnny Gay, thy lucky Play, 
Has made the Criticks grin- a, 

T hey cry tis flat, tis this, tis _, 
But let chem laugh that win-a 
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I ſwear Parb/eas, tis naif and new, 
Il Nature is but Folly, 
T has lent a Stitch to Rent of R:ch, 
And ſet up M:dam Poly, 


Ah! tune ful Fair, bewrre, beware, 
Nor toy with Star and Garter ; 
Fine Cloaths may hide a foul In fide, 
And you may catth a Tartar. 

Tf powder d Fop blow up your Shop, 
Till make you me'ancholy, 
Then left to rot, you'll die forget, 

Alas ! alas! poor P.!!;, 


Song C. Vat, the I am, &c. 


HAT, . I am a London Dame, 
W And lofty Looks I bear a? 
J carry fure as gd a Name, 
Als theſe Toh; R et ⁊uear a. 
What, th ugh my Cheeths are rich Brecades, 
My Sin it is more wwhite-a, 
Than any of the Country Maids, 
That in the Fields delight-a, 


bat, tbeugb I — £2, 
And at the Opera fhive a ? 
Ir is a 7 all Girls muſt do, 
That = 2 be Ladies In. . 
And 0 ye ear Fauſtin ! ng 
B-tore the King and Queen-a, 
My Eres ti er are 1pon toe Ving, 
1; jee if I am jern-a. 
N. Petor and [Imverial Tea 
Are brought me in tle Morn-a ; 
At e Champaign, and rici Tokay, 
My Tables do adurn-a. 
we Erentug then des me invite, 
Ts play at dear NRuacrille-a * 
And Jure in this there's more delights 
Than in a purling Ri l- a; 


| 
| 
| 


Tien fince my Fortune does all,w, 
T lwejuft as J 2 ; 

Til never milk my Father's C, 
Nor preſs bis coming Cheeſe-a ; 

But take my Swing bath Ng and Day, 
Im ſure it is 1 Sin-a ; 

And as fer wohat the grate Ones ſay, 


IT walie nit a Pin-ea 


Song CI. When firſt 1 ſaw, &c. 


Ear Molly, why © oft in Tears ? 
. Why all theſe Fealoi ſies and Fears, 
Fer thy bold Son of V under 
Hate Patience till ⁊veb ue conguer d France, 
Thy Cle ſet ſhall be fd with Nantz; 
Te Ladies lit ſuch Plunder, 


Before Toulon d Yoke- Mate lies, 

Where all the Irve-brg Night be ſighs 
For thre n huꝰ Cain: 

And tho" the Captain's Chlce crics, 

*T:s I, dear Billy, prithee riſe —— 
He will not let the Drab in. 


But ſhe, the cunning'ſt Fade alive, 

Says, tis the readieſt Way to thrive, 
By ſharing Female Bountirs : 

And Fell be but kind cone Niglt, 

She wiws he ſhall be dubb"d a Knight, 
When ſhe is made a Counteſs, 


Then tells of ſmcoth young Pages whipt' 2, 
Caſhier'd and of 4 Le ria, Aviep'a, 
bo late to Peers belonging ; 
Are nigbtly roaww compell d to trudpe 
With Links, becauſe they would not diudge. 
To ſave their Lady's longirg. 
But Vol the Eunuch cannet be 
i colder Cavalier than he, 
In all ſuch Love Adventur*: : 4 
6% 
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Then pray do y'u, dear Molly take 
| pant, < Fo Care and do — break 
Your comugal Indentures, 


Rellair ! robe does not Belliir know ! 
The Wi, the Beauty, and the Beau, 
Grv:s cut, he bees you dearly : 
And many a Nymph attack'd with Si gbs, . 
And ſoft Inpertinence and Noiſe, 
Full oft bas beat à Parley, 


gut, pretty Turtle, when be Rlade 
Sball come <vith an' re Serenade, 
Senn from the Window rate bim: 
But if Repro will nt prevail, 
Ard he per:hance attempt to ſcale, 
Diſcharge ele Jordan at bim. 


Sox CII. Hail Maſonry, &c. 


AIL M. ſonry, thou Crift divine! 

: Gl:ry of Earth, from Heaven reveal'd ; 
Which doth with Jewels precious ſhine, 
From all but Maſons Eyes conceal'd. 
Chor. Thy Praijes due ⁊ubo can rebearſe, 


In nerus::s Proſe, or flowing Verſe ? 


As Men from Brutes diſtingu:\h'd are, 
A Maſon other Men excels ; 
Fer winnt's in Knowledge choice and rare, 
But in his Breaft ſecurely dwells. 
Chor. 11:s filet Breaſt and faithful Heart 
Pr.jerve the Secret of the Art. 


From ſcorching Heat, and peircing Cold, 
From Reœaſts whoſe Roar the Foreſt rends: 
From the Aſſaults of Warrious bold, 
The Maſon's Art Mankind defends. 
Chor. Be to this Art due Honour paid, 
Frm which Muntind receive ſuch Aid. 


— 
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Eufignz of State, that feed our Pride, 
Diftinctions troubleſome and vain ! 
By Mafſuns true are laid aſide, 
Art's free-born Sons ſuch Toys diſdain, 
Chor. Erie by the Name they bear, 
Difting1jþ"d by the Badge they wear , 


Sweet Fellowſhip, from Envy free, 
Friendly converſe of Brotherhood ; 
The Love's laſting Cement be, 
Which hes fer Ages firmly ſtood. 
Chor. I Lade thus butt. for Ages paſt 
Ho: laſted, and Will carr laſt. 


SoN O CUI. The Eartb's Motion 
prov'd. 
NA, Y mycus Blader, ⁊0 th Roſes creatin d, 
N. que? bright Nectar at its WE ; 

Diſpute nct if the Ea tb g: rnd, 

hut hear a thirſly Port ſing. 
Ditpute nat if the Er th goes round, 

But hear a thirſty Port fing. 


A." take your Glaſſes, char 'e them high, | 
Let 4 un pers, fwrfily, ' r baſe, chaſe : - 
Fach Mas. drink fift,,, fan they" y, 
The Eartb ole l reun ' with r pid Pace, 
Each Man drink, Sc. 


Soxc CIV. The Bacchanalian's 
AD Nefpture, when firſt he took Charge of the 
Sea, 
ern as wiſe, or at leaſt been as merry, as we, 
He'd have thuught better on't, and, inttead of hs 


Brire, 
Would have fill'd the vaſt Ocean with gencrous Wi--ne. 
Would bawe fil” d, &c. 1 
W 
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What Trafficking then would have been on the Main: 
For the Sake of good Liquor as well as for Gain. 
No Fear then of wer bg Danger of Sinking, 
The Fiſhes ne'er drown are always a- drinking. 

The Fiſhes, &c. * "OP 
Had this been the Caſe what had we enjoy'd, 
Qur Spirits ſil! riſing, our Fancy nee: cloy'd. 
A Pox then on Neptune, when twas in his Pow'r, 
To flip, like a Fool, ſuch a fortunate Hour, 

To ſlip, &c. 


Song CV. Moore coaxins Mauxa- 


linda. 


R, the Beer as brown as Berry; 

By the Cyder and the Perry, 
Which jo oft has made us merry, 

Vib a Hy down, Ho-deaun, derry. 

With a Hy-down, Sc. 

Mauxalind1's II remain, 
True Blue vil never ſlam, 
Mauxalinda*s I! remain, 

True Blue will never ſtain, True Blue, Sc. 


Song CVII. Love return' d. 


Y Men belov's, how foon we're mov a! 
How raily they perſwade 
Hive ealily they verſwade. 
Trey pleate us 10, who can fay No? 
Or woo wou'd die a Maid? 
Lie tor Females Heav'n intended, 
Sy that Heavn may'nt be offended, 
H- that firſt makes Love ta me, 
! and Ii] be as fond as he, 
3 1:1! find I'll be as fond as he. 
AA tender Maid, at firſt tho' ſtaid, 
v. hen once ſhe thinks of Love, 
V. n29 once the thinks of Love, 
K hk Will 
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Will freely own, that lying alone, 
Is what the cann't app:ove. 
Fruit when young eats then the ſweeteſt, 
Looks the gaveſt and the neat-ft, 
Women to, by all conte ft, 
When they're ung kifs'd, kiis then the beſt. 
When they're young Kilz'd, kiſs then the beſt, 


So NO CVI. Debtors Welcome 16 
their Brotber. 


er: eel. ome, Brother Debter, 
tete pu but * ry Place, 
Ve, » Bu 40, Da, er ter, 
Dare V 05 ” fight ful Face, 
Bar, 49 Sr, as * 4 Stranger, 
Does Jour G. aj 5 7 * ay, 


oh Rs $i il. Le 1 gag ol 
Te jb ther ferip LED 
Ne rebiro at your Crofirement 
From uw Children er y ur Wife, 
Ni dom lies in true Reſi nmene, 
Tbro' the various Scenes of Liſe; 
Scora ty ſheru the l:aft Reſentment, 
TVD beneath the Frowns of Fate, 
Knawes and Fergars find C:ntentment, 
Fears and Cares attend the Gres:. : 


The" ur Creditors are ſprietrfel, 
Ard reſtrain car Bodics ere, 
Lie will make a Cal deliphful, 
Since there's nothing ee to fear, 
Frery Iland's but a Priſen, 
Stony guarded Ly the Sos; 
Kirgs and Princes fir that Reaſor, 


Þ:: : joner's are as well as be. 


Vat wwas it made great Alexander 
Meg at ut unſriendly Fate, 


» Tua 


Tua 


For ſtill ſome new di ſcover d Grace 
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"Tavas beraulſe be could nat wvander 
Bevond the World's ſtrong Fr:iſon Cute, 
Fer the Wrrld is all bounded, 
By the Heavens and Stars abene; 
Why fhruld we then be confounded, 
Since there's nothing free but Love, 


SoxG CVIII. My lovefick Mind, &. 


Y loveſick Mind, what Tranſport mov'd, 
"T'was bleſs'd beyond Compare, 
When lovely Sachariſſa prov d 
As kind as ſhe is tair. 
Joy/ul on her ſoft Hand I hung, 
And caught the melting Accents from her Tongue 


The more I gaz'd on that fair Face 
I more and more admit d, 


My raptur'd Boſom fir d; 
Happy we fat, and talk'd, and lov d, 
I figh'd, and woo'd, and kift, and ſhe approv d. 


Whilſt Sachariſſa, true remain d, 
Each former Love was flown, 
1 all the Sex but her diſdain'd, 
And liv'd for her alone, 
True as the Needle to the Pole, 
turn d to her the Magnet of my Soul. 


But fince no more that once fond Heart 
With equal Ardour burns, 
Like mine, no longer dreads to part, 
Nor Love for mine returns : 
Grant me, ye Gods, if ſuch there be, 
A Nymph more conſtant, not leſs fair than the, 


Song CIX. The Relief. 


$2 no more ſhall give me Grief, 
Or anxicus Cares oppreſs my Seul , . 
K k 2 Cupid 
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Cupid, nc more ſhall give me Grief, 
Or anxious Cares oppreſs my Soul, 
While generous Bacchus brings Relief, 
And drinuns em in a flowing Bowl. 
While generous Bacchus brings Relief, 
And drowns em in a flawing Bow, 


Czlia thy Scorn I new dep. ſe, 

Thy boaſted Empire I diſoxun ; 

Thrs takes the Briyhtreſs from thy Fyes, 
And males it ſparkie in my own, 


Song CX. Cato's Advice. 


HAT Cato adviſes, 

Moſt certainly wile is, 
Not always to labour, but ſometimes to play ; 
To mingle ſweet Pleaſure 
| With Search after Treaſure, 
Indulging at Night for the Toils of the Day. 


And while the dull Miter, 

Eſteems himſelf wiſer, 

His Bags to increaſe, he his Health will decay; 
Our Souls we enlighten, 

Our Fancies we brighten, 

And paſs the long Evenings in Pleaſure awav. 


All chearful and hearty, 

We ſet aſide Party, 

With ſome tender Fair each bright Bumper is crown, 
Thus Pacchus invites us, 

Thus Venus delights us, 

While Care in an Ocean of Claret is drown'd. 


So here's our Phyſician, g 
We know no Ambition, 
For where there's good Wine and good Company 
tound, 
Thus happy rogether, 
In Spight ef all Weather, 
*Tis Sunſhine and Summer with us the Year m_ 
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Sox CXI. Jenny the Pedlar and 
amorous Jockey, 


V Hen Jockey firſt I ſaw, my Soul wat charm'd, 


To ſee the b;ny Lad jo blyth, ſo blyth and gay, 
My Heart did brat, it being alarm'd, 


That Ito Jockey mughe, novght could ſay. 
At la I Courage took, and Paſſion quite forſorh, 
And bel thy bony Lad bis Charms I felt, 
He then did ſmile, with a pleaſing L1ok, 
And told me Jenny in bis Arms, bis Arms could mi, 


SoN G CXII. The Rover. 


HO to win a Woran': Favour, 
Would ſolicit long in vain ; 
Who to gain a Moment Pleaſure, 
Wou d endure an Age of Pain 
Idly toying, 
Ne'er enjoying, 
Pleas'd with ſaine, 
Fond of Ruin, 
Made the Martyr of Diſdain, 
Made the Martyr of Diſdain. 
Give me, Love the beauteous Rover, 
Whom a gen' ral Paſſion warms ; 
Fonely bleſſing ev'ty Lover, 
Frankly pro ft ring all her Charms: 
Never ang, 
Still comply ing, 
Train'd to pleaſe you, 
Ci:d to eiſe you, 
Circled in her Snowy Arms. 


Song CXIII. The Apology. 


Rown not, my Dear, 
Nor be ſevere, 


Becau e I lid Corinna kiſs ; For 
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F or all the Intent 
Was Complement, 
ad truly nothing elſe but this. 


No ſingle Charm, 
Of her's can warm, 
Like yours my whole devoted Heart ; 
She cann't ſubdue 
My Soul like you, 
Nor ſuch Celellial Joy impart, 


Cal! me not baſe, 
In fuch a Caſe, 
Nor miſfinterpret my Deſign ; 
For 1 aver, 
I love not her, 
But am with Reſignation thine, 


SonG CXIV. The Northern Lois. 


OME tate your Glof:, the Nerthern Laſs 
A Lo pre? 4 ts ac 115 'd, 

2 ber Halt, and really = 

Apgreeably furpriz” d. 
Her Shape ſo neat, ker Ne ſo feveer, 

Her lit and A: n ſo Jree, 
The Sy ren charm'd me fi om my Mear, 

But take u Drink, jaid ſhe. 


IF from the North ſuch Beauty comer, 
Hoe is it that I feel 

Mithin my Breaſt that glesving Flame, 
No Tongue can e er reveal z 

Wo' cold and raw the Nuth Wind bi- 
All Summer's on ber Breaſt, 

Her Skin was like the driven Snaw, 
But Sun- ſhine all the reſt, 


Her Heart may Southern Climate: welt, 
The" frozen new it ſeems 5 

Tout Foy with Pain 6: equal felt, 
Ard ballanc'd m Extreams ; & 


Then like our genial Wine ball charm, 
With Ly we my panting Brea; 

Me, like one Sun ber Heart ſhall warm, 
Be [ce to el! the riff, 


SoncG CXV. Peggy's Mill. 


Hen Gold is in Hand, 
It gives us Command, 

It makes us lov'd and reſpected: 
"Tis now, as of yore, 
Wit and Senſe when poor, | 

Are ſcorn'd, o'erlook'd, and neglected: 
Though peeviſh and old, 
If Women have Gold, 

They have Youth, good Humour and Beauty: 
Among all Mankind, 
Without it we find, 

Nor Love, nor Favour, nor Duty. 


Song CXVI. Away you Rover. 


E who for ever, 
Wou d hope for Favour, 
He muſt endeavour 
To charm the Fair : 


He dances, he dances, 


He da-a-a-a-a-nces, 
H- fighs, and glances, 
He makes Advances, 
He fings, and dances, 
And mends his Air. 


SonG CXVII. Ob / lead me, &c. 


H! lead me to ſome peaceful Gloom, 
Where none but ſighing Lovers come; 


W here the ſhrill Trumpets never found, 
But one eternal Huſh goes round, 


There 


| 
' 
| 
| 
} 
{ 
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There let me {ooth my pleaſing Pain, 
And never think of War again; 
What Glory can a Lover have 


To conquer, yet be ſtill a Slave. 


Sox3 CXVIII. Belinda, &:. 


Elirda, with affected Mein, 
Tics all the Pow'r of Art; 
Yet finds her Echorts all in vain, 
To 2:in a ſingle Heart : 
Wii Ce in a different Way, 
Ie but Iv r{-it to pleate, 
nd makes new Conquetts every Dar, 
Without one borrowed Grace, 


Lelinaa's laughty Air deſtroys 
What native Cha ms inſpire ; 
While CI He's artleſs thining Eves 
Set all he World on Fire : 
Belinda wa our Pity move, 
But Cie vo:vis us Pain; 
And whi'e the ſmiles us into Lore, 
Her Litter trowns in vain, 


SonG CXIX. Go, go, go, go, &c. 
Co; „Lo, go, go, filſeſt of thy Sex, be g: nes 


Leue, have, ab leave, leave me to mel, ene? 
hy ee ld you firive by fond Pretence, 
72 ls 6 dc jt, * Wt; I.. CENCE Fo 


Go, go, ee Leave, Ee. 


Tung Celia Jen 420 | te betroyed. 


Lien thus ** „. {: 4 the 4 Vimph raid, 
6 1. "VE, l:. e - ax Dream, uber (6 by X. rhe, 
Fluss the Approach of Marning Lig r. 

Go, 895 8... *al 2, leave, © — e. 
She that beliees Man win Fo ſapcars, 
Or l:at retards H Ogiis and Pro erg, 

A 9 * 
«+. Of 
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May foe, fend ſhe, be moſt accurſs ; | 

Nay more, 7 to bis Luft, ' 
Go, go, Oc. Leave, leave, Cc. 


SONG CXX. As the Snow, &c. 


S the Snow in Vallies lying, 
Phabus his warm Beams applying, b | 
Soon diſſolves and runs away ; 
So the Beauties, fo the Graces, | 
Of the moſt bewitching Faces, | 
At approaching Age decay. | 
As a Tyrant when degraded, 
Is deſpis'd, and is upbraided 
By the Slaves he once controul'd; 
So the Nymph, it none could move her, 
Is contemn'd by every Lover, 
When her Charms are growing old. 


Melancholic Looks and Whining, 

Grieving, 2 and Pining, 
Are th' Effects your Rigours move; 

Soft Careſſes, am'rous Glances, 

Melting Sighs, tranſporting Trances, 
Are the bleſt Effects of Love. 


Fair ones ! while your Beauty's blooming, 
Employ Time, left Age reſuming 

What your Youth profuſely lends ; 
You are robb'd of all your Glories, 
And condemn'd to tell old Storics 

To your unbelieving Friends, 


Song CXXI. Live and Love, &c. 


Ive and love, enjoy the Fair, 
Baniſh Sorrow, baniſh Care; 
Mind not what old Dotards ſay, 
Age has had his Share of Play, 
But Youth's Sport begins To-day. 


From 
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From the Fruits of ſweet Delight, 

Let not Scare-crow Virtue fright. 
Here in Pl-afure's Vineyard we 
Roy”, like Birds, from Tree to Tree, 
Carcleſs, airy, gay and tree. 


Sox CXXII. To meet ber, & c 


O mect ber Mars, tle Queen of I. .. 
Comes here ed;rn 4 T7 > (a. Jer 1 ATYVIS 0 7 
The Warnor beſt the Fair can m ©, 
And crowns bis loils in Beau'y's Arms : 
Tte Wuarricr beſt the Fair can nove, 
And crewns bi; T its in Beaity's Arms. 


SonG CXXIII. Fly, fly, ye, Cc. 


2 LY, fly, ye lazy Hours, h1fte, br: n him he:e, 
Swift, iwi't, as my tund Wiſhes ate; 

When we iove, and love to Rage, 

Ev'ry Moment f-- ms an Age: 

When we love, and love to Rage, 

Ev'ry Moment ſeems an Age. 


So NG CXXIV. Ob! my, &c. 


(>* my panting, panting Heart, 
Why fo youne, and why lo fad? 
Why does ! lea ſure ſeem a Smart, 
Or I wietched while I'm glad? 
Oh! Love's Gedacſs, who wert form'd 
From cold and CY, icy Seas, 
Inſtruct me why l am thus warm'd !. 
And Darts at once can wound and pleaſe, 


Sono CXXV. Fly ſwiftly ye, &c. 


LV ſwiftly ye Minutes, till Comus receive 

The namelets ſott Tranſports that Beauty can git, 
The Buwl's frolick Joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe in return yield the Raptures of Love. 

Without 


vt ʒ 
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WV :hont Love and Wine, Wit and Beauty are vain, 
A'! Grand-ur infipid, and Riches a Pain, 
m molt ſplendid Palace grows dark as the Grave: 
Love und Wine give, ye Gods! or take back what you 
gave. 

Chorus. Away, auty, away, 

7, Comus* Curt repair ; 

Ther: Ni. bt outjhines the Day, 
There yields th: melting Fair. 


So N CXXVI. Juſt coming, &c. 


by DE com? no from Sea, cur Spouſes and We, 
I» parch it, we punch it, wwe punch it, 
N Punch it que punch it aboard wwith Couragio ; 
1j. Fer, Liugo and clinz, and in Harmcks wwe feoing 3 
Stk. 6 Y, > hon hey, be Y, key, my brave Boys Bonvciagio: 
A 5 „, li:ch and cling, and n Hammocks wve ſævi ag, 
» jirg, I b ard cling, and in H mmocks awe fcb. 


ini bey, hey, hey, hey, key, my brave Boys Eonuaiazio. 


S5oaxG CXXVII. Come to my, &c 


Ome to my Arms, my Treaſure, 
\ 4 Thor Spring of all my Joy; 
** thout thy Ad all Pleaſure 
v7u't languiſk, fade, and die. 
{+ vain is al Reſiſtance, 
nen arm'd with thy Aſſiſtance, 
hat ait One can deny? 
F müll around the Ghſles, 
12. thus we'll drink and chant, 
Nav ail the dear kind Laffes 
Have all thry w.th or want. Da Ca: 


Song CXXVIII. On a Bank of, &c. 


* 11. na Lover's Sighs his Miſtreſs gain, 
8 What Joys his Soul poſſeſs? 
Tu Mem'ry or his former Pain 


Augracats bis Happincls ; Tenor 


—— — — — — — — — — 
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T*enioy the Fair then ſtraight he flics, 
No Danger can the Youth ſurprize. 
With a fal, lal, lal, la, la, &c. 


Till in her Arms he dies, 


Song CXXIX. He that has, &c. 


E that has the beſt Wife, 
Y * She's the Pheue of his Life, 
But ſor her that will ſcold and will quarrel ; 
Lr him cut her off ſhort 
Ot ler Meat and her Sport, 
Ani ten Times a Day hoop her Barrel, brave Boys, 
And ten Times a Day hoop her Barrel. 


Sox CXXX. Never ſigh, but, &c. | 


Ever ſigh, but think of kiſſing, 
More, and more, and more of wiſhing, 
To roſi-fs the mighty Bleſſing; | 
While they enjoy it they are true; 


They'll hug, they'll cling, and heave up too; E 
But Liberty when once regain'd, 
The Favours to another feign'd. ] 


Why ſhould we then the Sex admire, 

For 'twas never their Deſire, 

To maintain a cen ant Fire; | 
If Ogl.ng, Whecdling you'll believe, Vu 
They Il hour! ſtudy to deceive, | 

Tut we will find cut better Ware, 


In Muſick, Singing, ſpend our Da: 1 
Song CXXXI. Fame's an Lecbo, &c. | 
Ame's an Eccho, prat:ling don'le, WY 

An empty, airy, glitt'ring Bubble; 
A Breath can iwell, a Breath can fink it, DS - 


The wiſe ne: werth thiic koeping think its | 
| Wiy | 


. 


: 
1 
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Why then, why ſuch Toil and Pain, 
Fame's uncertain Smiles to gain ? 
Like her Siſter, Fortune, blind, 
To the beſt ſhe's oft unkind, 
And the worſt her Favour find. 


Song CXXXII. Vas ever, &c. 


AS ever Nymph like Rz/amord, 
So fair, ſo faithful, and fo fond ? 
Adorn'd with ev'ry Charm and Grace, 
I'm all Detire, 
My Heart's on Fire, 
And le3ps and iprings to her Embrace, Da Capo. 


So NS CXXXIII. De'i take, &c. 


E'il take the War, that hurry'd Willy from me, 
Who to love me juſt had ſworn ; 

They made him Captain ſure to undo me, 

Woe's me ! he'll ne'er return. 
A Thouſand Loons abroad will fight him, 

He from Thouſands ne'er will run: 
Dav and Night I did invite him, 

To ſtay at Home from Sword and Gun, ** 


I us'd alluring Graces 
Wirth muckle kind Embraces, 
Now ſighing, then crying, Tears dropping fall; 
And had he my foft Arms, 
Preferr'd to Wars Alarms, 
By Love grown mad, without the Man of God, 
[ fear in my Fit I had granted all. | 


| wath'd and patck'd, to make me look provoking 3 
Snares that they told me would catch the Men, 

And vn my Head a huge Commode ſat poking, 
Which made me ſhew :s toll ag 2; 

For a new Gown tco I paid muckle Money, 
Which with golden F * = ſhine ; 
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My Love well might think me gay and bonny, 
No Scrts Laſs was er fo fine. 
My PetticyJat I ſpotted, 
Fringe too with Thread 1 l. not ted. 
Lace Shoes, Silk - Hoſe, Garters o'er the Knee; 
But oh ! th fatal Thought, 
To Wlly theſe are neusht; 
Who rode to Towns, and rifled with Dragnone, 
When he, filly Loon, might have plunder'd me. 


So N CXXXIV. Ob London, Se. 


N arent Days Pre beard, wo.th Hons . 
Tr: Wife ! Sprouſe could fright ;; 

Which nv the ere brarvely cant, 

So commen 1s the Sint. 
To City, Cor ntry, Camp or Court, 

Or robereſae er be 
Ne borned Broth oy — make ſp *, 

They're Cuc!is all grow, 


So N CXXXV. Bacchus 62 
Day gaily ſtriding. 


Aireſt Iſle, all Iſles excelling, 
Seat of Pleaſures and of Love, 
Venus here will chuſe her Dweliing, 
And forſake her Cyprian Grove, 
Cupid from his fav'rite Nation, 
Care and Envy will remove, 
ealouſv, that puiſons Paſſion, 
And Deipair that dies for Love. 


Gentle Murmurs, ſweet Complaining ; 
Sighs that blow the Fire of Love 
Soft Repulſ.s, k nd Diſdaining, 
Shall be all the Pains you prove. 
Ev'ry Swain thall pay his Duty, 
Grateful ev'ry Nymph ſhall prove; 
Ard as theſe excel in Beauty, 


Thoſe fhall be renowa'd fer Love. SONG 


E 
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SonG CXXXVI. I am come, &c. 


Am come to lock all faſt, 

Love without me cannot laſt ; 
Love, like Counſcls of the Wiſe, 
Muſt be hid from vulgir Eyes; 
Tis holy, *tis holy, and we muſt, we muſt conceal it, 
They prophane it, they prophane it, who reveal it, 
They prophine it, they prophane it, who reveal it. 


Song CXXXVII. Away you, &c. 


J via Ro er, 
Fer ume give ever, 
Vu plry te Lyver 
So like n An; 


Nu are for fkerming, 


Tou think you are charming, 
Hur faint performing 
We read in yeur Face. 


Song CXXXVIII. By dimpled, &c. 


Y dimpled Brook and Fountain Brim, 
The Wocd-Nymphs, deck'd with Dailes trim, 
Their merry Wakes and Pftimes keep : 
What has Night to do with Sleep ? 


Song CXXXIX. From Tyrant, &c. 


Rom Tyrant Laws and Cuſtoms free 
We follow ſweet Variety ; 
By Turns we drink, and dance, and ſing, 
Love for ever on the Wing. 


Why ſhould niggard Rules controul 
Tranſports of the jovial Soul ? 

No dull tinting Hour we own: 
Pleaſure counts our Time alone, 


L 12 SONG 
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SonG CXL. Come, come, &c. 


Ome, come, bid adieu to Fear, 
Love and Harmony live here, 
No domeſtick jcalous Jars, 
Buzzing Slanders, wordy Wars, 
In my Preſence will appear ; 
Love and Harmony reign here. 


S:-!:5 te amorous Sighs re:urning, 
Pulls beating, Boſoms burning, 
Boſoms with warm Wiſhes p2nting, 
Words to ſperk thoſe Wiſhes wanting, 
Arc the onl) Tumults here, 

All the Woes vou need t» fear; 

Love and Harmony reign here. 


SoNG CXLI. The merry Fellow. 


5 IS Mie mae us ln, and Live makes us drink, 
And eb db the ciber r ; 
All Mirtali mi tren, nov feel or an think, 
Ne Pleu ſure slide drinlung and Lætve: 
Then iin e, my Boys, make the Bleſſings div ne, 
For Men muſt be Gods, when they've Women and Ines 
Ther bring us of both, and double ea. h Joy, 
I kate to be [anguid and cla; 
Pl! think ,, yſelf Jove, while ice I enjry, 
Nor own myſe!f mortal till old, 
en. Then join em, Sc. 
When old I am gion, and thing 15 paſt, 
In Wine I muſt place al my Fry ;; 
Ard the” I am unfit for Love to the laſt, 
Tet flill I cn drink till I die. 
Cbe. Then join em, &. 


SoN CXLII. New Phoebus, c. 


OW elut ſinketh in the Weſt, 
Welcome Song, and Welcome Jeſt, 


Midnight 


5c, 
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Midnight Shout, and Revelry, 
Tipſy dance and Jollity : 
Brad your Locks with roſy Twine, 
Dropping Odours, dropping Wine, 
Dropping Odours, Ec. 
Rigour now is gone to Bed, 
And Advice with ſcrup'lous Head, 
Strict Age and ſowre Severity 
With their grave Saws in Slumber lie. 
Braid y-ur Locks with roſy Twine, 
Dropping Odaurs, dropping Wine, 
Dropping Odours, Sc. 


Sox CXLIII. How happy, &c. 


O Lappy are ve, 
Who from Thinking are free, 
That curbing L: eaje of the Mind? . 
Can indulve ery Taſte, 
Lowe wohere ave like beſt, 
Nu by dull Reputation corfin'd. 
When were young fit to toy, 


Gay Del:ghts ve enjcy, 
And bawe Crowds of new — full wwoing 5 
When <ve*re old and decay d, 
We procure fer the Trade, 
Feral in ev'ry Age wwe are doing. 
If a Cuily we meet, 
Ne ſpend That ve get, 
F<'ry Day, for the next never think ; 
When wwe die, where cue go, 
We have no Senje to know, 
Fi; 2 Bawd always dies in ler Drink, 


Song CXLIV. The Amazon. 


Wains, I ſcorn, who nice and fair, 
Shiver at the Morning Air, 
Rough and hardy, bold and free, 

Be the Man that's made for me. 


1 13 | Slaves 
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Slaves to Faſhion, Slaves to Dreſs, 
Fops themſelves alone careſs ; 
Let them without Rival be, 
They are not the Men for me, 


He whoſe nervous Arm can dart 
The Jiv'lin to the Tyger's Heart, 
From all Seuſe of Danger free, 
He's the Man that's made for me. 


While his Spced out- trips the Wind, 
Looitcly wave his Locks behind: 
From fantaſtick Fopp'ry free, 
He's the Mo,. that's made for me. 


Nor ſimp'ring Smile, nor dimpled S! ck 
Spoil his manly Sun-burnt Cheek, 
By Weather let him painted be, 
He's the Man that's made for me. 


If falſe he proves, my Jav lin car 
Revenge the Perjury of Man; 
And ſoon another brave as he 
Shall be found the Man for me. 


Sonc CXLV. Ob! would'}t thin, &c. 


H! would' thou know what ſacred Charms. 
0 This deftin'd Heart of mire alarms, 
This d:Nin'd Heart of mine alarms ; 
What kind of Nymph the Heavens deerce, 
The Maid that's made fer Love and me, 
The Maid that's made . Lowe and u. 
Who joys to hear the Sighs ſincere, 
Who melts to ſee the tender Tear. 
Who melts, &c. 
From each ungeatle Paſſion fice, 
Be ſuch the Maid that's made tor me. 
Be ſuch the Maid, &c. 
Whoſe Heart with gen rous Friendſhip glows, 
Who feels the Bleilings ſhe byſtows, 
Who feels, &c. : Cent e 


ute 
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Gentle to all, but kind to me, 
Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me. 


Be ſuch the Maid, &c. 
Whoſe ſimple Thoughts devoid of Art, 
Are all the Natives of her Heart; 
Are all the Natives, &c. 


A gentle Train from Falſhood free, 


Be ſuch the Maid that's made for me, 
Be ſuch the Maid, &c. 


 Avaunt ye light Coquets, retire, 


Where flatt"ring Fops »round admire, 
Where fatt'ring, &c. 

Unmov'd your tinſen d Charms 1 fee, 

More genuine Beauties are tor me, 
Mre geraine Bonutio; are fer me. 


Soxo CXLVI. The Morning, &c. 


HE Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaft, 
New gilis the ſmiling Day; 
The Morning freſh, the Sun in Eaſt, 
New g'lds the ſmiling Day; 
The Lark forſakes his dewy Neſt, 
The Fields all round are gavly dreſs'd, 
Atiſe my Love, arite and play, 
Ariie my Love, and play; 
Arite my Love, arite and play, 
Ariſe my Love, and play. 


Come forth my Fa'r, come forth bright Maid, 
And bleſs thy Shepherd's Sight; 
Come forth, &c, 
Lend ev'ry tolded Flow'r thy Aid, 
Unve.l the Roſe's bluſhing Shade, 
And give them {weet Delight, 
And give them ter Deligbt, &c. 
Thy Preſence males all Nature ſmile, 
Thoſe Smiles your Charms improve; 
Toy Preſence, &c. 


Thy 
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Thy Strains the liſt ning Birds beguile, 
And, as invite, reward their Toil, 
And tune their Notes to Love, 
And tune their Notes to Lowe, &c. 


Beneath the fragrant Hawth-.en Tree, 
The Flowers in Wreaths I'll twine, 
The Flowers, &c. 
E're other Eyes ye Beauties fee, 
Then on my Brows 2dorn'd ſhai! be; 
Thy happy Fate be mine, be mine, 
Thy bappy Fate be mine, be mire, &c. 


Sono CXLVII. Geddeſs of Eaſe, &c. 


Oddeſs of Eaſe, leave Let es Brink, 
J Oblequious to the Muſe and me; 
For once endure the Pain to th.nk, 
O ſweet In ſenſibility. 
Siſter of Peace and Indolence, 
Bring Muſe, bring Nun. bers ſoft and flow. 
Elaborately void of Senſe, 
And ſweetly thoughtl: fs let them flow, 
Sweetly tlougłtlſs let them fleco. 


Near to ſome Co ſl'ps painted Mead. 
There let me doſe away dull Huurs ; 
And under me et Tun ſpread 
A Sopha of her fineſt Flowers. 
Where, Philomel, your Notes you breathe, 
Forth from behind the neighb'ring Vine ; 
While Murmurs of the Stream benoith 
Still flow in Uniſon with thine, 
Fi in Un. ſan with thine, 


For thee, O lilene!>! the Woes 
Of Life we patiently endure; 

Tuou art the Source whence Labour flows, 
We ſhun thee but ro make thee ſure. 
For who wou'd bear War's Toil and Waſte, 

Or who the Tiund"iing of the Sea, 
But 
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But to be idle at the laſt, 
And find a pleafing End in thee, 
And find a pleaſing End in thee ? 


Sono CXLVIII. Fly Care, &c. 


"ALY Care to the Winds, thus I blew thee away, 
TI drown thee in Wine, if you dare but to fa 8 
With Bumpers of Claret my Spirits I'll raije, 
TI laugh, and I'll fing, all the reft of my Days. 


Great Bacchus this Momert adopts me his Son, 

And brightens my Fancy with Tranſports unknown ; 
The (parkling L1quor new V. gour ſupplies, 

And makes the Nymph kind, wwho before was too wiſs, 


Then dull ſober Mortals, be bappy with me, 

Two Bottles of Claret will make us agree ; 

Will open your Eyes to ſee Phillis's Charms, 

Her Coyneſs wajo down, ſte will fly to your Arms. 


Song CXLIX. Bebold the ſweet, &c. 


Ehold the ſweet Fl,wers around, 
With all the bright Beauties they wear; 
Yet none on the Plains can be found, 
So lovely, fo lovely as Celia is fair, 
So lovely as Celia rs fair, 


Ye Warblers come raiſe your ſweet Throats, 
No longer in Silence remain, 
Nos longer, &c, 
O lend a fond Lover your Notes, 
To ſoften, to ſotten my Celia's Diſdain, 
To ſoften my Celia: Diſdain, 
Oſt-times in yon flow'ry Vale, 
I breathe my Complaints in a Song, 
J breathe, &c. 
Fair Flora attends the ſad Tale, 
And ſweetens, and ſweetens the Borders along, 
And feweetens the Borders along, 
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But Celia whoſe Breath might perfume 
The Boſom of Flora in May, 

The Boſom, &c. 
Still frowning pronounces my Doom, 
Regard eſs, regardleſs of al I can ſay, 


Regardleſs of all I can ſay. 
Song CL. Strephon, why this, &c. 


Trepbon, why thy cloudy Forehead, 
Why fo vainly crofs'd thoſe Arms ? 

Silly Swain, thy Aſpect horrid 

Rather frightens her than charms, 
Rouſe each dull and drooping Spirit, 

Fling away thy Myrtle Wreath ; 
Bumpers large of generous Claret 

Make thee Love and Rapture: breathe. 


Sacrifice this Juice prolific, 
To each Letter of her Name; 
Bacchus deem' d it a Specific, 
Why not Mortals do the ſame 
See the high charg'd Goblet ſmiling, 
Bids thee Strephon drink and prove; 
Wine's the Liquor moſt beguiling, 
Wine's the Weapon conquers Love. 


SonG CLI. Tell me not of, &c. 


ELL me not of a Face that's fair, 
Nor Lip and Cheek that's red; 
Nor of the Treſſes of the Hair, 
Nor Curls in Order ſpread ? 


Nor of a rare Seraphic Voice, 
Like that an Angel fings : 
Tho' if I were to take my Choice, 
I would hav: all thoſe Things: 


But if that thou wilt have me love, 
And it muſt be a She, 


The 
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The only Argument can move, 
Is that She will love me. 
I; that ſbe Twill love me. 


The Glories of your Ladies be 


But Metaphors of Things; 


And but reſemble what we ſee, 
Each common Object brings. 


Roſes outred their Lips and Cheeks, 
Lilies their Whitegeſe (tain : 

What Fool is he the Shadow ſeeks, 
And may the Subſtance gain? 


Then if you'd have me love a Laſs, 
Let it be one that's kind; 

Eiſe i'm a Servant to the Glaſs 
That's with geod Claret lin'd. 


SoN CLII. The new flown, &c. 


HE neu flown Birds the Shepherds fing, 
And welcome in the May ; 
Come, P. Hrella, now the Spring 
Mas every Landskip gay; 
Wide ſpreading Trees their l-afy Shade 
O'cr half the Plain extend; 
Or in refi-Qing Fountains play d, 
Their quiveting Branches bend, 
Their quivering Branches bend; 
Or in reflecting Fountains play'd, 
Their quivering Branches bend. 
Come taſte the Seaſon in its Prime, 
And bleſs the riſing Year ; 
Oh! how my Soul grows fick of Time, 
Till you, my Love appear : 
Then ſhall J paſs the gladſome Day, 
Warm in thy Beauties ſhine : 
When thy dear Flocks ſhall ſeed and play, 
And intermix with mine, 
And intermix, &c, 
When thy dear Flocks ſhall feed and play, 
And intermix with mine. 


* 
3 — 


* 


2 
| 


» 
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Soc CLIII. Is Woman's, &c. 


Fi Woman's the Joys of Man's Life conſiſt, 


He that loves not a Girl, don't deſerve to exiſt ; 
For in toiling and moiling he ſpends the whole Day, 
And moſt damnably ſquanders his Moments away. 

Derry down, down, denon, Derry down. 
Tho” the Bottle and Glaſs have their Charms I muſt 
own, * 
Yet what arg theſe Charms to a Lady alone ? 
if „and a Revel p'ezd nu mberleſs Charms, 
But vaniſh, like Dreams, in a young Lady's Arms. 
Derry down, down, down, Derry down, 


So nc (LIV. 

The following Song was made by the Czar Peter 
I. when in England, upon his Miftreſs Moll 
Tims. [t was firſt written in the Ru , and 
afterwards turn'd into tbe Siberian vage. 


O—ttin ungua Goſcinina, 22 
Ro- ttin ungua Marona, e 2 
Luſſutra Dongue Silroſſadong, ET * 
Ml Doquerone. * "A 

Morravice Kidaronguy Moll Tim faro FI" 


Morravice Kidaronquy N, Tim fada- rom " 
Silroſſadong Killroſſade Mol Doquerons. ; 
Waugh, &c. 


FF 1NTIS. 


